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A 


LETTER 

IT O 

Her Moll Serene Hig'hhess 

T H 'b. ' 

D.U T C H E S S OF - M A I N'E, , 

Mabam, , ' 

Y O U have feen that noble age^^ which is at ortce 
the model and the reproach of the prefent,’ 
and will fae fo of future generations, and have your- : 
fdf made a part of its gloryj.hy your „■ 

your example: thofe illuftrious times^ when .yonr':,'" 
ancefiors, the Cmdes^ crowned' with' laurels, ; ■' 

vated the polite arts ; when a B^ftimndortalifed he-*" '■ 
roes, and iiiftrudedki ngs ^ when a FemUn^ the -fecond- ■ 
of mankind' in eloquence, and -the firii in the art; of ■ 
making virtue amiaWe, taught juftice and humai'lty ■, 
VoL* III. ' B ' 'im;’ ■ 
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■ m the moft charming manaier^ when Ri?t:Ke and Zh> 
kau prefidcd over Ac Bdhs^LdircSj Lulh o\’’er inulic^, 
and k Brun over painting? all thefe arts^ 
met together In your palace : there I had nrH: the hap*™ 
pinefsj a circumftance which I fiiali nttat-r of 

hearing, though I was then but a cl'uld, that excel- 
lent fchokr, whole profound learning never ch.'cuad 
the brightnefs of his genius, cultivating the fine inv- 
derftanding of the Duke of Bourgo^ra^ the Du!:e of 

Maine^ and yourfelf: that happy labour, in which he 
was fo powerfully ai!iO:ed by nature* Sonictimss he 
would take up a Sophodes^ox Euripides before 3'ou, and 
tranllatc ofF hand one of their tragedies* The.adnri^ 
ration and enthufiafm that poffefled his foul, on read- 
ing thofe noble performances, infpired him with ex- 
preSions that . anfwcred the manly and harmcsnlous 
energy of the Greeks as. nearly as it was poilible to 
reach it in the profe of a language juft emerging from ■ 
barbarifrn, and which, poliilicd as it- now is by ih 
many fine .authors, is ftill, notwkhftcnJing, very de- 
ficient 'in point of force, copiourncls, and preciiloiu ■ 
It isfimpofEble to convey through any nioderii Ian- 
•guage, all the power, of Greek exprclHons ? tliey de- 
feribe, wdth-oite ftroke, what cofts us a whole ten-, 
tence. A Angle word was fuiScient for them to ex- 
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prefs a mountain covered over with'trees, bending be- ' 
neath the weight of their leaves ; or, a god throw! ngv 
his darts at a vaft diftance; or, the tops of' rocks 
ftruck wdth repeated thunderbolts. That language 
had not only the advantage of filling the imagination 
with a word, but every w'ord, we kno^v, had its pe- 
culiar melody, which .■ charmed the ear at lhe“' lame 
time that it difplaykl the iinefi: piccures to the mind 
and all tranflations for this reafon from the Greek' 
poets are weak, dry, and poor : it is 'imitating pa- 
laces of porphyry with bricks , and pebbles* Mr. de 
Makfm notwithftanding, by the eSorts of a fudden 
enthufiafm, and a vehement forcible nranner of red- , 
ting, feemed to make up for the povcrcy of our 
guage, and infufe into his declamation the very foul 
and fpirit of the great Athenians. Permit me, Ma- 
dam, to give you his thoughts with regard .to this^ in- 
ventive, ingenious, - and fenfible people, a people from, 
whom the Romans, their conquerors, learned ■ every 
' thing, and who, a long time after -the fell '-of both 
their empires, had yet the power to raife modern Eu-.. 
rope from ignorance and barbarirm. 

He knew 'more of Athens than many, of bur tra- 
vellers in thefe days do of Rome,- after the? ■ have’' 
r feen it over and over. That vaft quantitj of ftatue*^ 

B 2 by 
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hy the greatefl matters ; tbofe pillars wliicli adorned 
the public market-places ; thofe monuments of taftc 
grandeur 5 riiat fuperb andimmenfe theatre^ built 
in the fineft iitaation* between the town and the cita- 
del, where the works of S:^pmd€$ aiid Euripim were 
heard by Pmchs and Socrates i and the y<f>uth of 
i^ithens attended, not ftandlng up, or in perpetual 
riot and confufion, as they do with us : in a word^ 
every tiling which the Athenians had done in every 
art and every branch of knowledge, was ever prefunt 
. to the mind of Mr. ds Mdefietu He was far from 
-falling in with the opinions of thofe ridiculoufly rigid 
critics, and falfe politicians, who blame the Athe- 
..■■jBians for having been -too .fumptuoiis in their public 
aitjerfcainments, and do not know that this very mag- 
jrfaence :greatly enriched Athens, by attradiing crouds 
fordlgiters, who came. From alh parts to admire, 

, , and 'to receive leflbns from them on eloquence and 
'Viftwe. ' 

OThis , extenflve and almoft univerfal .genius was- 
, engaged by you. Madam, to tranfiate the . 

,,in Taurh of Euripides i a talk which he executed 
..■ymh eq-ual elegance, ftrength, and Melity. It was 
■■■reprefented .at an entertainment which he had the 
. Jbonour' to prefent 'to your High'ntfs, an entcitainment 

worthy. 
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Worthy of him who gavej/and of her who received 
it. You, I remember. Madam, playM the part of IpM-- 
gsma^ for I was prefent at the reprefeiitation 1 and as at 
that time I had no acquaintance with the French ftage, 
it never enter’d into my head that gallantry cou'd 
ever have been mingled with Co tragical a fubjefl:. I 
gave myfelf up to the manners and cuftoms of Greece, 
perhaps the more eafily, becaufe 1 was then acquainted 
with no other, I admired the antique in all its noble 
fimplicity : it was this which firft fuggefted to me the 
idea of writing my tragedy of Oedtfm^ withoMt ever 
having read CorneilUs* I beguii, as am eSay of my 
abilities, by tranflating that famous fcene from 
de^ of the double confidence of OiSpks* 

I read it tofome of my friends, : who frequented the 
theatre, and to two or three aftors : they affur’d me it 
wou’d never fucceed on the French ftage, and advis’d 
sne to xo^iCorndlky who had carefully avoided 
part of the plot, and all agreed, that if I did not follow 
his example, by putting in a love intrigue, the players 
wou'd never undertake it I ■ then read the QMps of 
Corneille^ which, though it was not rank’d with Ctnna' 
and Poljeuife^ had, notwithftanding, met with fome 
applaufe. I muft confefs, their opinions ran dire^Iy 
counter to mine, from the beginning of this aifeir to the 
; B 3 '.-ends ; 
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end 5 but I was forc’d to fubmit to exnmplej and the 
evil power of faftlon. In the mid’ft of all t!; e terror of 
this mafter-piece of antiquit}', I brought in, not abib- 
lutel}.’’ a lore intrigue, but the renicinbrancc of a n 
tingui&’d pafHon, which appear'd to the i;ur degree 
- abfurdi but I wdll not repeat here what I have already 
faid on this fubje^* 

Your highnefs may remember, i had thehcnoiir of 
■reading my Oediptis to you 5 the feene from Sophodes 
■v/as notcondenm’dat that tribunal j for both yomfcif, 
the. Cardinal de Folignac^ Mr de Makfo^Uy and your 
whole court, unanimoufly condemn’d me, and with 
great reafon, for having fo much as mention’d the 
word love in a work which Sophocles fmifli’ci fo com- 
■pletely, and fo fuccefsfully, without that unhappy 
■foreign ornament ; and yet the very fault which you 
blamed me for, was the only thing that recommended 
my performance to the ftage. The players were, with 
the greateft dilEcuIty, prevail’d on to perform my 
Oedipus^ which they imagin’d cou*d never fucceed : the 
.public, however, were intirely of your opinion ^ every 


♦ Y^^baire here alludes to the part ofPkikBefes in Ids OeSpns* 
See the play, and |Jie preface to it, in the iSrfi VoL of iheDi ania-^' 
tic work's. 
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part of it that was written in the tafte of Sophocks was 
generally applauded, and .the love fcenes condemivd 
by the moft judicious critics : to fay the truth, Madam, 
wliilft parricide and inccil are deitroying a family, and 
a plague laying the whole country wafte,- is it a fcaion, 
for love and' gallantry? There cannot, perhaps, be 
two more iiriking proofs of tlieatrica! abfurdity, and 
the pov^-er of Habit, than Corndllc^ on one fide, rnak« 
lag The/his cry cut, 

^ Qpiekpae ravage aSreiiK qu'^etale ici la pefte,' . 

L’abfence aux vrais amanfeflencor plus funefte,. 

And on the other, myfelf, fixty years after him, mak-. 
ing oid Jocafid talk of her old love ; and all this on- 
ly in compliance with a tafte the moft falfe and ridicu- 
lous that ever corrupted literature,' 

That a Phesdra^ whofe character is, perhaps, the 
moft truly theatrical that ever was exibited, and almoft 
the only peribn w'hom, antiquity hath reprefented' in 
love, that fee feou'd exprefs all the power and fury of 


* The ikeral tramlation of which is whatever dreadfid 
« havoc the plague may make here, abfence to thoie who, tniiy 
love is much more dreadfu].” There is a great deal of Ihch 
nonfenfe in Dryden’s and fome other of our tragedies, but it wou’d 
not go down in tire prelent age* 

"" B4. 
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that fatal paSon : that a Romna^ confined' withLn 
walls of an idle feraglioj fhou’d abandon herfeif to love 
and jealoiify : that Arladm fliou’d complain to heaven 
and earth of cruelty and inconftancy : that Omfmarm 
.ihou^ deftroy a miftrefe whom he adorn'd : pJ! this is 
truly tragic : lovej either raging^ or criminal or un^ 
■happy, or attended with remorfe, draws fucli tears 
from us as we need not blufli to. filed % but there is no 
medium : love fhou’d either command as a tyrant, or 
not appear at all 5 • he can never afl: an under part : but 
that Nero fiiou’d hide himfelf behind the tapeftry to 
overhear the converfation of his miftrefs and his rival * 
that old Miihridatu Qiou*d make ufe of a comedy trick 
to difeover the fecret of a young woman belov'd by his 
two even in Clmu^ '% piece of fo 

much real merit, flioui’d the part of a villain, and 
d^fcoyerfo important a confpiracy, onlybecaufe he was 
weak' enough to be in love with a. woman whole paf- 
fion'foF, 'he.muft have known, and aiiedgc bf 
way of realbn, that 

t Love excufes all, 

lor the true lover knows no friends — ~ 

, 1 I i,i, „ i 1,1 

■ Tb® Original i?, 

^ r. amour rend tout permls, 

** Ihi veritable smajat ne epnnoit point d’amis.’' ^ 

that 
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that old Sertorlms. fhau^d fail in love with a firange j; 
Spanifli lady, call'd FmaU^ and be affaiEnated by his r 
rival Perpenna ; all this, we will be bold enough to aflert, r 

isr little mean, and puerile : fuch ridiculous fluff ■ 
wou’d degrade us infinitely belo^v the Athenians, if 
our great mafters had not made amends for tliefe faults, | 
which are merely national, by thofe fublime beautka jr 
which are intirely the produS of their own genius* I 

It is indeed aftonifliing to me, that the great tragic | 
poets of Athens fhoif d dwell fo much on thofe fub-^ [ 
je<9:s where nature difplays every thing that is great and. 
affcclingj an Ele^ra-, an Iphtgenm^ a Merope^zn 
Jlcmeon t and that our illuftrious moderns, negledling 
all thefe, fhou’d fcarce treat of any thing but love,. 

■ S'" 

wdiich is generally much, more proper for comedy than : 
tragedy fomedmes indeed they have endeavour'd to r 
enrich and adorn it by politicks-; but that love which ; 
is not violent Is always cold, and all political intrigues : 
that do not rife to the heighth and fury of ambition are v I 
flill more cold and infipid : political reafonkg-s add ' i 
bates are very agreeable in. ot Mai'htmd -y gal- i 

kntry is very fit' for, tales, m -comedies;: ■■ but ■■nothing,,, 
like this is fuitable to the grandeur and pathos., of true 
tragedy* ^' ■ ■■ ■!-■ •: ' ^ 

^ ^5' A iafle 
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A fafle for gallantry in our tragedies v.'as carry’d to 

fach a ridiculous excels, that a great princefs, wliofe 
high rank and fine iinderftanding might in feme niea* 
fare excufc her believing that all the world wouM be ot 
her opinion, imagin’d, that the parting of Y7fm and 
Bertmice was an excellent fubjedt for a tragedy : Ihe 
therefore put it into the hands of two of our bell wri- 
ters ; neither of them had ever produc’d a performance 
wherein love had not play’d the principal or at leafu 
the fecond part 5 but one of them had rxcver touch’d 
the heart, except in thofe feenes of the Ckl which he 
had taken from the Spanifb : the other, always tender 
and elegant, endow’d with every fl^ecies of eloquence, 
and above all, mailer of that enchanting art v/hich 
draws forth the moft delicate fentiments from tbe.leaft 
and moft unpromifing incidents : one therefore made 
'tyi Titus and Bereince as contemptible a piece a$ ever 
appear’d on the ftage ; the other found out the iecret 
of interefting the fpefiator for five acis without any 
other foundation but thefe words, 1 love md J 
-leave jsu. It was indeed nothing more than a paftoral, 


j : Tbe French expreflion is deux iiiaitres Irdcene, i. c. 

I ■ two nirs tiers of theiccne,’'' Corneille and llaciiiej the latter of 
[ ' Whom Voltaire takes every occafon of preferring to the former, 
j though he frequently ceiulires both with great freedom^ and ge- 
j Vtendly with e«paa] jiUUfc, 
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between an emperor, a king, and a qneen; and a 
■paftoral withal infinitely lefs tragical than the intereiling . u 
feenes of Pajlcr Fkh. The fuccefs of this, liovrcver? * 
perTuaded the puplic, and the poets, that , love, and i; 
love alone, was the foul of tragedy. j-:. 

It was not till long after,- when he was. further ad- ip 
vanc\i in life, that this great poet found out that he | 

'll 

was capable of fomething fupcrior to this ; when he- . p 

was forry he had enervated the drama byfo many dc- 

claratlons of love, and fentimenfs of jealoufy, and t 

coquetm^' much worthier, as I have already ventur’d' |„ 

to affert, of Menander, than of Sophocles and Eu- *«' 

ripides. Then he wrote his mafter-piece, Athalikh ; 

but though he was undeceiv’d himfelf, the public was- 

ndt : they cou’d not bring 'themfelves to conceive, that , 'r 

a woman, a child, and a prieft, cou’d make an inte'^ ''■ 

‘ , '' k- 

tefting tragedy; a wmrk that approach’d nearer, to ■ 

perfe£iion than any. which ever came from the hand '.,?; 

of man,, remain’d for a long time in contempt,, and its: t 

i-lluilfious author had to .his liift hour fhe mortificatiDa , f 

of feeing the age he liv’d' in, though greatly impi'ov’d,; ' j 

ffill fo corrupted with bad tafte, 'as nev^r to do juftfce , | 

to his noblefi: performance. 

It is certain, if this great man had liv’d, and . culiwa- ' 'y 
ted thofe talents wirich alone made his fortune,' and -f 

' ^ ■ feme,, . .:S 
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fame, and which therefore he fhou^'d not have deferted, 
he wou’d havereftor’d to the theatre its ancient purity, 
and no more have degraded the great fubjedls of anti- 
quity with love intrigue. He had begun an IpMgmm 
in Tauris^ an*d there was not a word of gallantry in Ws 
whole plan' : fee , wou^ never have made Jgamemmn^ 
Or^iSy EkMray Tehphm^ or Jj ax ^ in love: but ha- 
ving imhappily quitted the ftage before he had reformed 
it, all thofe who followed him Imitated, and even ad- 
ded to his faults^ without copying any of his beauties. 
The morality of ^fnault^s operas was brought 
into almoft every tragic fcene : fometimes it is an 
kiades., who afiures us, that m thofe tender moments he 
hm alweegs prmf ihf mperiemey that a mortal map tafle 
^fperfeSi.happinefi):^ dmejiris who 

tells us, that tfaedaugbterofa great king burns with a 
^cret flame without and without fear : in ano- 
ther, ■' Jgnmh follows the Jieps of the fait Crijis m everp 
■fhoiy the conjlmt adorer of her divine charms ; the fierce 
SMmus,^:tht defender of Germany^ protefts to us, 
that be comes to read his fate in the eyes of IJmenia^ and 
goes 'to, die-camp-of to foe if - — the fair eyes of 

hk ffmnia vnlljhnv him their wmtii tmdermfs, — . la 
Jrffafu:^, which is only Merope^ crouded with a heap of 
romantic epLfodes, the heroine, whoy three days before. 
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at a country had juft got fight of a young ftran- i. 

geij and falFn in We withhim^ cries out, with a great 
deal of regard to decency and decorum, ~ This is the j 
fame Jirmgery ahjs! he. hath not coneeaTd himfelffi much 
^ he-mght^ for repefe : forihe few moments when |: 
chme^d U firike my eyes Ifaw him and hlufhdy my fini: p- 
was deeply mov^d at him. ~ In Jthmalsy a, prince of | 
Perfia difguifes himfellv hi order to make bis miftrefe.a | 
i/ifit at the court of a Roman emperor: we fancy, m I 
fliort, that we are reading the romances of Mademoifelle |! 
SckJeriy who deferib’dt he citizens of Paris under the p 
names of the heroes of antiquity* ■ | 

T o confirm and eftablifh tbis-horrid tafte amongft us,, 

which renders us fo ridiculous in the eyes of all feniir- ^ 

' ' I 

We foreigners, k unfortunately happen’d,, that Mr., d@ w 
Longepierrey a warm admirer of antiquity, butnotfuf- ? 
ficiently acquainted with our ftage, and who befides 
was carelefs in his veiftfication, gave us his Eled^ra.. r 
We muft confefs it was written in tJietafte of the r 
tients, no cold iU-placed mtriguedis%UE’d tbis fub^^ ^ 
full of terror : the ,piece was-fimpfe,. and. wi|hout,.ai?y. ■.f 
epifode* This procured for iu ^ groat reafo% 
the patronage of fo many perfons of the ihft I ., 

tion, who flatter’d themfe^es that this valuable 
plicily, which conftituted the principle merit of the^ r 

^ greaf 
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great geniuffes of Athens, waul'd be' well receiv'd af 
Paris, were it had been fo long neglected. You, Ma- 
dam, with the late princefs of Conii^ were at the head 
of tbofe fanguine friends ^ but, liiihappily, the faulta 
of the French piece W'erc fo numerous, in comparifoit 
with the beauties wdiich he bad borrow'd from the 
Gredy that you yourfelf acknowledg'd, at the repre- 
fentation, it was a ftatue of Praxteles disfigur'd by a: 
modern artiil:. You had refolution enough to gi\'c up 
a thing which w^'as not in reality worthy of being Tap- 
ported, i-vell known’ng, that favor and protedhon, 
thrown away on bad performances, is as preiudical tO’ 
the’" advancement of wit -and good fen fe, as the tmjuil: 
ceafitre of real merit ; but the downfirll of Ekdra 
was a terrible flroke on the part iCms of antiqiii ty . The 
G'rMcs''ava!Fd themfelVes of the faults of the cep}^ the 
MttcvXo decry the merit of the original j anc! to com- 
plete -the, corruption of our tafte, we perfuaded cur« 
felves it was impoffible to fupport, witliout love and ro- 
mance, thofe fubjeil's which the Greeks had never de,, 
;bafed'by fuch epifodes : it was pretended that we might 
admim the' Greek' tragedians in the reading, but that it 
was impoffible to imitate them without being' con- . 
demn'd by our own age and nation ; ftrange contradic- 
* tioii I 
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tion ! forj furely, if the reading really pleas’d uSj how t 
cou’d the reprefentation dlfpleafc ? [! 

i 

We fiiou’d not, I acknowledge, endeavour to imi- r 
tate what is weak and defeftive in the antients : it is I 
mofi probable that their faults we^e very well known to I 
their cotemporaries. .1 am fatisty’d;, Madam, that the f 
wits of ' Athens condemn’d, as well as pu, fbme of I 
tbofe repetitions, and fome declamations with virhich ji 
Saphccks has loaded hlsEk^ra: they muft have ob- | 
fcrv*d that he had not dived deep enough into the hu- jp 
man heart. I will moreover fairly confcfs, that there I 
are beauties peculiar not only to the Greek Janguagey ji 
but to the climate, to manners and times, -which it t 
wou’d be ridiculous to tranfplant hhher. I have not 
copy’d exaftly therefore the Ekdra of Sophocles^ much | 
more I knew v;ou’d be neceffary ; but I have taken,, as 
well as I cou’d, all the fpirit and fubftance of it. , The 
feaft celebrated by Mgl/ihus .'^nd Clytemnajiray which y j*' 
they call’d the feaft of Agamemnon.} the arrival of -f 
Orejfes and Pykdes ; the urn which was fuppos’d to cq^ , : 
tain the afties of Qtejies \ the ring .of Agamemnon} the 
cbaraclrcr <£ EUddrUy and that of , which is exr " 
,.a£l:!y the Chryfithemis of Sophocles } and above all, the t 
remorfc of Clyternnajira 5 thefe I have copy’d from the I 
Greek tragedy. When the meflenger, who relates the ; 

ii<3:idous 

"I 'f 
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ffioiy of the death of fays to^CIyimn^^ 

fic^ Madam^ym m^e deeply eiffeiied hh dmth y 
file replies^ I a mother^ ^nd muji thmfore he 
happy. I a mother ^ -thmghmjurd^ canmi hate her owpi 
offspringd''^h^mt^x endeavours to juftifyherfelf to-S'^T** 
tfa^. with regard t© the murther of Jgmmmmny and la- 
ments hei daughter. Evripidis ]i2^scztTy'&C!ytmmaJirds 
repentance fti!l further* This, Madam, was what 
gained the applaufe of the nioft j udicious and fenlible peo- 
ple upon earth, and was approv'd by all good Judges m 
our own nation. No charadier,. in reality, can be more 
natural than, that of a woman, crimmal with regard to 
herhufbaodjyet foften'd byher children^ a woman , whofe 
proud and fiery dii|x>fitk>n is ftill open to pity and com- 
pa0onj, who refumes the fiercenefs of her charasSer on 
receiving too fevere reproaches, and at laft finks into. 
fubmhSon and tears. The feeds of this charadier were 
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'■ kt^ S&phecks-- 'and' Euripides^ 'and I have only unfolded 
. "'th-to. ■, Nothing but ignorance, and its natural h£« 

' i^hdarit, prefumption, can. aflert, that the antients 
lave'nothing wo.rthy of our imitation, : there is fcarce 
■ ofieV real ■ and efieBtiai beauty- end perfcflion, for the 
. Inundation of which,, at leaf,, we? are mt indebted to 
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I have taken particukt care not to depart from that . ji 
fiEBplidty fo ftrongly recommended by the Greeks, and jj! 

fo dilEcult to attain^the true mark of genius and inven-^ p 

tioii ; and the very effence of all theatical merit. A fo»- I 
reign cliaradreij' brought Into Oedipus or EkSfra^ wfto , ■ i| 
fhouhl play a principal part,’ and draw afide theatten- | 
lion of the audience, wou^d be a monfter in the eyes -of | 
all thoie who have any knowledge of the antients, or of | 
that nature which they have fo finely painted. Art and I 
genius confifl: in finding everything within the fubjedij^ ® 
and never going out of it in fearch of additional orna^ 
ments : but how are we to imitate that truly tragic 
* pomp and magnificence which we find in t}ie verfts of 
Sophocles, that natural elegance and purity of diSion^ 
without which the piece,how well foever conduced in 
other refpedlts, muft after all be but a poor performance ! 

I have at leaffi given my countrymen fome idea of a 
tragedy without love, without confidants, and without 
epifodes : the few partifans of good tafte acknowledge [| 
themfelves obligki tome for it, tho’ the reft of the world J 

withoid their approbation for a rime, but will come in k 

at laft, when the rage of party is over, the ihjuftke ; 

■IS 

of perfecution at an end, and the clouds of ignorance ' 
diffipated. You, Madam, mull: preferve amongft us 
thofe glittering fparks of light which the antients have ' 

; trahljnitted .! 
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franimitted to us ^ we owe every thing to them : not 
an art was born amongft us 3 every thing v/as tranf-- 
planted : but the earth that bears thefe foreign tluits 1$ 
-wom outj and our aiideat barfaarifni, by the iieip of 
falfe tafte, wouM break out again in fyht of all oux 
■ culture and improvement : and the diiciples of Alliens 
■and Rome become Goths and Vandals^ ccrruptc'd 
with the maimers of the Sibarites, without the 
kind favor and proteiSlion of perfons of your rank* 
When nature hath given them either genius^, 
or the love of genius, they encourage this nation^ 
which is better able to imitate than to invent; and 
which always looks up towards the great for thofe in- 
ftru£iions and examples which it perpetually flands k 
need of. All that I wi£h’ for, ■ Madam,- is, that fome 
genius may be .found to'finifli what I have but juft 
Iketch’d out; to free the ftage from that elFeminacy 
■and'aiFe&uion which it is now funk into; to render 
it refpedlable to the graveft characters ; worthy of the 
few great mafler pieces which already have amongft ■ 
us; worthy, in fliort, the approbation of a mind like 
yours, and all thofe who may hereafter endeavor to 
rcfemble you« 
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dramatis PERSON/E, 


O&ESTES, Son of Agamemnon and Ci^tcm.nrfra. 
EiECTSA} 1 

Iphisa, 1 Oroftes 


J 


Ceytemn^stra, Wife of ^giiihus. 

PviADEs, Friend of Oreftes. 

Pammenes, an old Man, attach’d to the Family of 
Agamemnon. 


DfMAs, an Officer of the Guards. 
Attemdants. 


Scebte, the fea-ffaore, a wood, a temple, a palace 

and a t©mh, ononelide: on theother, Argosata 
diftance.' 
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TRAGEDY. 


A C T L S C E N E 
IFHISA, FAMMEHES^ 
iPHISA. 

S Ay’ft thoii^ Pammenes ? fliall thefe- hated w^Is, 

Where I fo long have dragg’d a life of woe. 

Afford at leaft the melancholy comfort 

Of mingling forrows with my dear EleSrra ? 

And will jEgifthus brmg her to the tomb • 

Of Agamemnon, bring his daughter here. 

To be a witnefs of the horrid pomp. 

The fad falemnity, which on this day 

Annual 'reiurnS;, to celebrate their crimes. 

And make ' t h‘;ir ^mli immortal I ■ ■ ^ / 

. ■ ..PAMMENES. 


H 


O R 


S T E S. 


PAMMENES. 

^ O' Ipliife^ 

Thou hon-our'd daughter of niy royal maiter^ 

Like thee, confin'd within thefe loiiely walls'^ 

The fecrets of a vile abandon'd courts 
Do feldom reach Pammenes | butj 'tis ri:nioiir"d> 
The jealous tyrantbrings Eled'ra Iicrcj 
Fearful leaft Argos, by her erics aJarin'd^ 

ShouM rife to vengeance 5 ev'ry hcai^t, he knows, 
Feels for the injur'd princefs, therefore much 
He dreads her clamours 5 with a watchful eye 
■ Obferves her jcondu<St, treats her as a ila-ve. 

And leads the captive to adorn his triumph* 

■ IPHISA, 

Good heav'n ! and muft Ele^ra be a Have f 
Shall Agamemnon's blood be thus dilgrac'd 
"By a barbarian I Will her cruel mother, , 

Will Clytemnaefira bear the vile reproach 
That on herfelf recoils, and all her race ? 

Perhaps my filler is too fierce of foul. 

She mingles too much pride and bitterncfs 
Of keen refentment with her griefs; alafs ! 

Weak are her arms againft ^ tyrant's powh : 

.What will her anger, what her pride avail her ? 

They only irritate a haughty foe, 

’ And 
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And cannot fcrve our caufc : my fate at leaf!: 
is milderj and this folitary Hate’ 

Shields me from wrongs which mu& opprefs ElcSia, 
Far from my father’s foes^ thefe pious hands 
Can pay due oiF ’rings to his honour’d iliade : 

Far from his murthVer^ in this fad retreat 
Freely I t^eep in peace, and curfe iEgiilhus : 

Fm not .condemn’d to fee the tyrant here, 

Save when the Sun unwillingly brings round , 

The fatal day that knit the dreadful tie, 

IVhen that inhuman monfter flied the blood 
Of Agamemnon, when bafe Clytemn^ftra — « 

SCENE IL 

ELECTRA, IPHISA, PAMMENES. 
IPHIS A, 

O my Ekclra ! art thou here? myhfter — 

■ ELECTRA', 

The day of horror is return’d, Iphifar- ' ^ . 

The dreadful rites, the guilty feaft prepar’d, ^ 

Have brought me hither 5 thy Eledlra comes, ' ' ■ , 

Thy captive fifter, comes .a wretched Have, . 

To bear the tidings of their guilty joy* ' 

IPHISA. 
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IPHISA. 

To fee Elc&a is a tleiSng ftill. 

It pours fome Joy into the bitter cup 
Qf forrow, thus to mix my tears with 
ELECTRA. 

Tears, my Iphifa! I have flied enough 
Of them already : O thou bleeding ghoil 
Of my dead father, ever-honour"d ihade, 

Is thdt the tribute which I owe to thee ? 

I owe thee blood, and blood thou haft requir’d ; 
Amid’ft the pomp of this dire feftival, 

Dragg’d by jEgifthus here, I will colledt 
My fcatter’d fpirits, fibake ofF theft vile chains. 
And be my own avenger : yes, Iphifa, 

This feeble arm fliall reach the tyrant’s heart : 
Did not the crhel Clytemnaeftra fhed 
'A hulbaiid’s blood ? did I not fee her lift 
Her barb’rous hand againft him, and fliall wc 
Sufpend thh bbw, and let a murth’rerlive ? 

O vengeance, and thou, animating virtue. 

That doft infpire me, art thou not as bold ' 

As daring guilt? we muft revenge ourfelves, 
We muft, Iphifa: fear’ft thou then to finite, 
Fearfi thou to die ? fhaU Clytemnseflxa’s daught 

■m 
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The blood of Atreus fear i O rather lend 
Thy aid, and join thedefperate Ele&a. 

IPHIS A. 

My deareft fitter, moderate thy rage. 

And calm thy troubled mind : agamft our foes 
What can we bring but unavailing tears? 

Who will aiEft us ? who will lend us arms ? 

Or how ihall we iiirprife a watchful king. 

For guilt is ever fearful, by his guards 
Surrounded ? why, Eleclra, ‘wilt thou court 
Perpetual danger ? fhou’d the tyrant hear •• 

Thy loud complaints, I tremble for thy life. 

ELECTRA. 

Why let him hear them: I wou’d have my grief 
Sink to his heart, and poifon all his joys : 

Yes 5 I wouM have mycriesafcend to heavY,: 

And bring the thunder down ; , wouM have them raife 
A hundred kings, who never yet have dat'd. 
Unworthy cowards as they are, avenge 
Great Agamemnon : but I pardon thee, 

And the vain terrors of thy fearful foul. 

That jfhrinks at danger 5 for he favours you, ' 

I know he does, and only cruflits me 
. Beneath his iron yoke : tiiou haft not bee% ' . 

' C , ^■'Like 


I 

1:1 




I 


I 

k- 


k- 
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Like me, a wretched perfecuted flave ; 

Thou did’ft not fee the impious parricide, 

The horrid ^ feaft, the dire folemnity. 

When Clytemnaeftra — O the dreadful image 
Isffill before me, in this place, Iphifa, 

Where now thou trembleft to declare tlw -wrongs. 
The, re did tbefe eyes behold our Iraplefs tatlier 
Caught in the deadly fiiare : Pammencs heard 
His dying groans,' and ran with me to Lve him : 

Blit when I cainc, what did I fee ! my mother 
Plunging her ruthlefs dagger in hisbreaft, 

To rob him of the poor remains of life. 

[ Turning to Pammcnf^» 

Thou fawhl: me take Oreftes in my arms, 

My dear Oreftes ; little knew he then 
Of danger, but as near his murther’d father 
He ftood, call’d out for aid to ClyteniiiaefiTa : 

She, midft the horrors of the guilty feene. 

Stopp’d for a moment ihort, and gave us time 
Safe to convey the vidiim from iEgifthus^ 


^ ,Nothing cou'd add more to the horror of the crime than f«ch 
a cireumftance. Clytemnieftra, 'not content with her 

hnOsand, hiilituted alblemn feaft incomineinoration of the happy 
event, and call’d it, with cniel railkiv, the lljp].>cr of Aga- 
memnon. Dinias, in his hiitory of Arg'os, iofornts us, it was on 
the i3,th of the month Gamelion, which anfwcrs to the bcgiimirjg 
pf anr Jaauarv,' * 

Wli ether 
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Whether the tyrant has completed yet 
Th’ imperfedl vengeance in Oreftes’ bloods 
I know not : O my brother, dofi: thou live. 

Or haft thou follow^ thy unhappy father ? 

Alas ! I weep for him, and fear for thee, 

Thefe hands are loaded tvithj'iiglorious chains. 

And thefe fad eyes, for ever bath’d in tears. 

See nought but guilt, oppreffion, and defpair, 

FAMMENES.' ' ' ' '' j,, 

Ye dear remains of iltreus’ honour’d race, 

Whofe fplendor I have feen, whofe woes I feel, 
Permit a friend to fill your weeping fouls 
With chearful hope, that ever waits prop! v ions 
To footh affliction : call to mind what heavhi 
Long fince hath promis’d, that its vengeful hand , 
Shou’d one day lead Oreftes to the place 
Where we preferv’d him j that jEgifthus there, , « 
Evhi at yon tomb, and on the fatal day 
Mark’d for his impious triumph o’er the dead, 

Shoo’d pay the forfeit of his crime : the Gods 
Can ne’er deceive ; in darknefs.ftill they veil 
Their fecret. purpofe from the eyes of men, ^ 
And punifliment with flow but certain fteps, 

Still, follows guilt. . , : 

, C 2 ■ IPHISA 
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IPHISA- 

^ But wherefore (lays lb 

Their tardy vengeance ? I have languiftfd here 
In grief and anguifii many a tedious hour ^ 

Eiedira^ ftill more wretched, is in chains : ' 

Mean time the proud oppreffor lives in peace^^ 

And glory^s in his crimes. 

KLECTRA. 

Thou feeft, PammeneSj 
^gifthus ftili renews his cruel triumph, 

And celebrates the fatal nuptials ; ftill ’ 

A wretched exile lives my dear Oreftes, 

Forgetful of his father, and Eledlra. 

PAMMENBS. 

But mark the courfe of time : he touches now 
The age when manly ftrength, with courage 
May aid yourpurpofe j hope for his return, 

And truft on heaven. 

ELECTRA. 

We will : thou fan of wifdoiBj^ 
Thou good old man, O thou haft darted fortii 
A ray of hope on my defpairing foul* 

If vvith unpitying eye the gods beheld 
'Our miseries here, and proud oppreiEon, ftill 

Unpuniih^d, 
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Unpunifhy, trampled on the tender feet 
Of innocence, what hand wou"d crown their altars 
With incenfe and oblation ! but kind heavhi 
Will give Oreftes to afifie/s tears. 

And blait the tyrant : hear mj voice, Oreftes, 

O hear thy country's, hear the cries of blood, 

That call thee forth j come from thy dreary caves. 

And pathlefs defarts, where misfortune !ong „ 

Hath try’d thy courage j leave thy favage prey, 

And all the roaming monfters of the for eft. 

To chace the bealts of Argos, to deftroy 
I'he tyrants of the earth, ■ the mertherers 
Of kings 5 O hafte, and let me guide tby hand 
Ev^'n to the traitor’s breaft. 

IPHISA. 

No more : repreft 

Thy griefs, Ele&a, fee thy mother comes* ; 

ELECTRA.,. , \ ' ■ ' 

And have I yet a mother ? 

- SCENE III. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA, ELECTRA, JPHISA. ** 
CLYSTEMNiESTRA. 

Hence, and leave me p 

You may retire, Painmerres ; ftay, my daughters. " 
C3 ' ..IPHISA, 
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IPHISA. 

Alas ! that facred name difpels my fears* 
ELECTRA, 

And doubles mine. 

CLYTEMN/ESTR A. 

Touching your fa tCj my children^ 
I came to lay a mother’s heart before you. 

Barren, thank heaven, hath been my fecond bed^, 
Nor brought a race of jealous foes to fow 
Divifion here. Alas ! my little race 
Is almoft run j the fecret grief that long 
Hath prey’d on my fad heart will iinifli fcon 
A life of woe : fpite of jEglfthus, iliil 
I love my children ^ fpite of all his rage^ 

Ele&a, thou who in thy infant years 

So oft haft giv^n me comfort, w^hen the lofe 

Of Iphigenia, and her cruel father 

Opprefs’d my foul; tho’ now thy pride difdains me^ 

And braves my pow’r, thou art my daughter fliJl $ 

Unworthy as thou art, there^s ftili a place 

In Clytemnasftra’s heart for her Eledlra. 

ELECT R A. 

For me ! O heav’nj and am I yet belov’d ; 

And doft thou fed for thy unhappy daughter ? 
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Oj if thou doft, behold her chains, behold 
Yon tomb 

clytemn^stka; 

Unkind.Ele&a, thus to wake 
The fad remembrance I thou haft plung'd a dagger 
Into thy mother’s fareaft ; but 1 defervc it 

ELECTRA. 

Thou haft difarnf d Eleflra, nature pleads 
A mother's caufe 5 I own myfelf to blame 
For all the bitternefs of forrow pour’d 
In dreadful execrations on thy .head. 

By thee deliver’d to the tyrant’s pow’r, 

I wou’d have torn thee from him j I lament. 

But cannot hate thee* O, if gracious beav’n 
Hath touch’d thy foul with wholefome peiiitencea, 
Ob^ its facred will, and hear the voice 
Of confcience, that commands thee to unloofe 
The horrid ties that bind thee to a wretch ; 

DefpisM and hated ; follow the great God 
Who leads thy footfteps to the paths of virtue ; 

Call back your fon, let him return, to fill 
The throne of his great anceftors, to fcourge 
A tyrant, to revenge his murther’d father, 

His fifters, and his mother : hafte. and fend < 

For my Oreftes. ■ 

C4 ■, 'CL-YTEM^ 

’■ ' ■ - ' * ■■■ -.-A Jfjju .yt 
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CLYTEMN^STRA. 

Talk no more of that^ 
EleSra^ nor fpeak thus of my iEgifthos : 

I grieve to fee thee in thefe {hameful bonds ; 
But know, a fov’reign cannot tamely brook 
Repeated infults, or embrace a fee : 

, You had provok’d him to be cruel ly 
XYho am but his firft fubjedl, oft have try\i 
To footh his anger, but in vain ; my words^^ 
Inflead of healing, but inilam’d the wound : 
Eleci:ra is indebted to herfelf 
For all her deep-felt injuries ; henceforili bend 
To thy condition ; let thy fifter teach thee 
That' we muft. yield fubmiffive to our fatCa 
If e*er we hope to change it, I cou’d wi& 

To end my days in peace amongft my children 
But if thy rapid and imprudent zeal 
Should bring Oreftes here before the time, 

His life might anfwerfor it, and thy own, 

If the king fee him ; though I pity thee, 
Eledlra, yet I owe a hufband more 
Than a loft fob;, whom I have caufe to fear, 

;j;.i.ectea, ' 

G heaven, that mon:^r ! he thy hufband, be i 
And is it thus thou pity’ft me ? alas, 
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What will this poor, this light remorfe avail thee. 

This fleeting forrow^ was thj tendernefs 
Bat for a moment, dofl: thou threaten me^ 

[To Iphifa. 

Is this, Iphifa, this a mother’s love ? 

[To ClyteiBBielha> 

It feems you threaten my Orefies too s 
You have no caufe to fear, nor I to hope 
For him : alas ! perhaps he is no morej 
Perhaps ^giflhus, the detefted tyrant. 

He whom but now thou didfi: not bluih to cal? 

Thy hulband, hath in fecret ta’en his life* 

IPHISA* 

Believe me,. Madam, when I call the gods 
To witnefs, poor Eleftra and myfelf 
Are Grangers to the fate of dear Oreftes ; 

Have pity then on your ailiifled daughters. 

Pity your haplefs fon, and fp?<tre EIe<fira, , 

She has been wrong’d 5 her tears and her reproaches 
Suit well her fate, and ought to be forgiv’n* , 'l 

ELE'CTRA. '• ■; 

I muft not hope it, muft not ev’n complain s 
And if Oreftes lives but in my thoughts 
’Tis deem’d a crime. I know j®gifthus well, | 

Know his fierce nature, if he fears my brother, | 

Kell foon d^roy him. : j 

C '5 ■ CLYT-EM^ , 

■3 

I 

■ . li 
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CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

KnoWj thy brother lives ; 
If he’s in danger, ’tisfrom thy iiii.prucleiice s 
^''herefore be humble, moderate thy traniports, 
Refpeci: thy mother : think’ft thou I come here, 
Elate with joy,' to lead the fplendid triumph ? 

0 no, to me it is a day of forrow 5 

I'hou weep'ft in chains, and I upon a tlircne* 

1 knotv the cruel vows tby hatred made 
Againft me : O, Eie( 3 :ra ! ceafe thy pray Vs, 

The gods have heard thee but too well already ; 
.Retire, and leave me. 

SCENE IV. 

; ■ CL YTEMNJES TEA' alone. 

. How it fhocks my fou! 

7^0 fee my children 1 O the guilty bed f 
My fatal marriage, and long profpVous crimes. 
Adultery and murder^ liorrid bonds ! 

How ye torment me now ! my little dream 
Of happinefs,. is o’er, and confcience darts 
Its fudden rays on my affrighted &uL 
How can .Sgifthus live fo long m peace ! 

Fearlefs he leads me on to fhare with him 
Thefe cruel triumphs ^ but my fpirits fail. 


",.ik 
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My ftrength foifakes me, and I tremble now 
At ev'ry omeiij fear my fubjefts, fear 
All ArgoSj Greece, Eleftra, and Oreftes. 

How dreadful 'tis to hate the blood that flow^ 
Congenial with our own, to dread the names 
Which mortals hold fo facred and fo dear ! 

But injury nature, hsinUh'd from my heart. 
Indignant frowns, and to avenge herfelf 
Now bids me tremble at the name of fon* 

SCENE V. 

J5GISTHXJS, CLTTEMN^STRA.. 
CLYTEMN^STRA. 

Cruel ^gifthus, wherefore wou’d^ft thou lead me 
To diis fad place,, the feat of death and horror i 

JSGISTKUS, 

Is^then the folemn pomp, the feaft of joy. 

The fweet remembrance of our profp’rous days,. 
Grown hateful to thee, is. our marriage day 
A day of horror ? 

CLYTEMN^STR A. 

No ; but here, ^gifthus. 
There may be danger : my unhappy children 
Have fiird this heart with anguiih : poor Iphifa. 
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Weeps lier hard lot ; EIe£tra- is in chains 5 
7 'his fatal place reminds me of the blood 
V/e &ed, reminds me 'Of my dear Oreftes, 

Of Agamemnon. 

^GISTHUS. 

Let Iphifa weep. 

And proud Eleclra rave ; I bore too long 
Her bitter taunts, ’tis fit her haughtmefs 
Should now be humbled ; Fll not fufFer her 
To ftir up foul rebellion in my kingdom, 

To tell the fadfious that Oreftes comes. 

And call down vengeance on me ; every hour 
That hated name is eccho’d in my ear, 

I muil not bear it. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

Ha ! what name was that? 

Oreftes I O, I flxudder at the thought 

Of bis approach: an oracle long fince 

Declar’d, that here, ev’n at the fatal tomb 

Whither thou lead’ft, his parricidal hand 

S|ipu’d one day rife vindidlive, and deftroy 

Why therefore woud’R-thou tempt the gods, why thus 

Expofe a life fo dear to Clytemnaeftra ? 

JE-GISTHUS. 

Be not alarm’d ^ Oreftes ne’er fhall hurt thee : 


His 
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His be the danger ; for I have fent forth 
Some friends in fearch of him, and foon I hope 
Shall fee him in the toils ; a wretched exile 
From clime to clime he roams, and now it fcems. 

In Epidauriis^ gloomy foreft hides 
His ignominious head ; but there perhaps 
We have more friends than, Cly temn^ftra thinks of ; 
The king may ferve us. 

CLYTEMNjESTHA. 

But, my fon — — 

JEOIBTBUS. 

I know 

He^s fierce, implacable, revengeful 5 ftung 
By his misfortunes, all the blood of Atreus 
Boils in his breaft, and animates his rage. 

CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

Alas ! my Lord, his rage is but too juft. 

MQIBTBUS. 

Be it our bus^nefs then to make it rain ; - 
Thou know’ft Fve fent my Plifthenes in fecret 
To Epidaurus. , , , . ■ 

CLYTEMNiESTBA. 

Butforwhati 

^GISTHUS. 
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^GISTHUS, 

To fix 

My thone in fafety^ and remove thy fears : 

YeS;^ PliftheneSj my fbn, by thee adopted 
Heir to my kingdom, knows too well how much 
His inPreft muft depend' on the event 
E'er to neglecl his charge : he is thy fbn. 

Think of no other : had Eledfra’s heart 
Submiffive yielded to anothe/s counfeJs, 

She had been happy in my Plifthenes : 

But fhe fhall feel the powh which fhe contemns, 

She and her haughty brother, her- Oreftes, 

He may be found perhaps. — ~You feem diftarlfd* 

■ CLYTEMNiE$TKA.. 

Alas ? AEgifibus, muft we facrifice 
More vidtims ? muft I purchafe length of days 
With added guilt ? Thou know’ft. whofe blood we 
filed— ~ 

And muft my fon too perifii, muft I pay 
So dear a price for life i 

iEGISTHUS, 

Remember— 

'■ CLYTEM- 
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CLYTEMNJESTRA. 

No ; 

FIrft let me afk the facred oracle 

^GISTHUS. 

What canft thou hope from.godwS or oracles^, 

IVere they confuked on the blilsful day 
That gave iEgikhus to his Cl-ytemnseftra ?■ 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

Thou ha’ft recall’d a time when heav’n,, I fear^ 

Was much oiFeiided : love defies the godsj 
But fear adores them 5 guilt weighs down my foul, 
Do not opprels mj feeble fpirits j time, 

That changes all, hath alter’d this proud heart 1 
The hand of heav’n is on me, .and fubduea 
The haughty rage that once infpir’d my breail 3, 

Not that my tender friendfhip for ^gifthus 
Can e’er decay, our int’refts are the fame 3, 

But to beheld my daughter, made a flave. 

To think on my poor loft abandon’d fon, 

To think that now, ev’n now, perhaps he dies 
By vile affaffins, or, if living, lives 
My foe, and hates the guilty Clytemn^ftra, 

Is it not dreadful r pity me, JEgifthus, 

I am a mother ftill, 

^GISTHUS. 
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MGISTRUB, 

Thou .art my wife | 

Thou art my queen j refume thy w^onted courage^ 
And be thyfelf again | indulge no more 
This foolifh fondnefs for ungrateful childrejij^ 

Who merit not thy love 5 confult alone 
iEgifthus’ fafety, and thy own repofe* 

'CLYTEM-NjaSTRA* 

Repofe ! the guilty mind can ne^'er enjoy k» 

End of the First Act, 


ACT IL' ••SCENE L 

PRESTES, PYLADES, 
ORESTES. 

W H'I T H E my Pylades, hath cruel fate 

Conducted us ? alas ! Oreftes lives 
But to increafe the for;rows of bis friend : 

Our arms, our treafures, and our foldiers loS 
In the rude jftorm ; here on this defert coaft^ 

No fuccour near,, deferred and forlorn 
We w^ander on, and nought but hope remaim. 
Where are we ? 


PYL ADES.’ 



ORESTES^ 

PYLADES, 
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That I know not j but fince fate 
Hath led us hither^ let us not defpair ; , , : 

It is enough for me^ Oreftes lives : . ! 

Be confident } the barbarous uEgifthus ; 

In vain purfued thy life^ which heav’n preferv’d ^ 

In Epidaurus, when thy arm fubdued 

The gallant Plifthenes: let nought alarm ? 

Or terrify thy foul, but boldly urge 

Thy way> protected by that guardian God 

Who watehes o’er the Juft, the great avenger, : 

Who hath already to thy valour giv^n' ■ 

The fon, and promised that e’er long the father " ' ' 

Shall follow him, i 

' OEE.S'TES. ■■ .. * 

Alas, my friend, that God - , I 

In anger now withdraws his fow’rful aid, ; | 

And frowns upon us, as tby cruel fate - ’ I 

Too plainly &ewS ' 5 a terrible example-1 ■ | 

But fay, wfithin the rock didft thou conceal | 

The urn, whichto Mycenae, 'horrid feat ■ ■' 

Of murther, by,, the gods command, | 

That urn which holds the aftes of my fee, | 

Of Plifthenes ; with that we muft deceive | 

The tyrant- ' ^ ^ ' "I 

pyrAnE:,% ■.! 
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PYLADES. 

I have done it* 

OHESTES, 

Gracious heav’n I 
When fliall we reap the fruits of our obedience ? 
When will the wiQiM-for day of vengeance come ? 
Shall I again behold my native foil,, 

The dear, the dreadful place where firfi I faw 
The light of day ? Where fliall I find my 
The pride, the glory, of admiring Greece 5 
That generous maid, whom all unite to praife. 

But none will dare to fuccour ? She preferv’d 
My life ; and, worthy of her noble father, 

Hath never bent beneath th^oppreffive hand 
Of pow% but br^^d the fury of the ftorm* 

How many kings, how many heroes, fought 
For Menelaus ! Agamemnc>n dies. 

And Greece forgets him, whilft his haplefs fon, 
Deferted, wanders o^er a faithlefs world. 

To feek fome bleft asylum for repofe* 

Alas, without thy friendfhip I had been 
Tl^e moft diftrefs’d, moft abjed of mankind : 

But heav’n, in pity to my woes, hath fent 
My Pylades \ it wou^d not let me perlfh, 

But’gave me taifubduc my hated foe, 
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And half revenge my father ; fay, 

What path will leads us the tyrant s court . 

py lades. 

BeWd pto. “■* *' „„ 

Of von P-oPd 

With Cyprf. ond *= toml, noh^ 

Ofmournfulfplmto*"'-“df“' 

^,„„ving. con.es nvono*^. ^ 

Of mildeft afpea, and whofe ye 

Have long experience of calamity ; 

His foul will melt at thy difaftrous fate. 

ORESTES. 

Is ev’ry mortal horn to fuffer? hark. 

He groans, my Pylades. 

■ SCENE 

oftBSTKS, PV.AP«. 

PYLADES. 

Whoe’er thou art, 

. Stop, and info® “ : 

Two poor unhappy fnen , i ®. Hots 

Of winds and waves, now on to *™ 

• c.aheipurs,to’ft* 

, wiUbeorfttalto«s,<«:pn>P 
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PAM ME MBS. 

I am a fimple, plain old man? and here 
Worfhip the gods, adore their juftice, live 
In humble fear of them? and exercife 
The ficred rights of hofpltaJity ; 

Ye both are welcome to my little cottage, 

There to defpife with me the pride of kings, 

Their pomp and riches : come, my friends, for fuch 
I ever hold the wretched* 

ORESTES. 

GenVous ftrangcr, 

May gracious heav*n Infpire us with the w&zn$ 

To recompence thy goodiiefs ! but inform us 
What place is this 5 who is your king ? 

FAMMENES* 


I am his fuBjed, 

' / • ' ORESTES* 


.ffigifthus : 


.Terrors, crimes, and vengeance f 
O Heaven, JEgifthus ! 

' PYLADES* 


Be eareful* 


Soft : dp not betray us | 
ORESTES* 


Gods, .®gifl:hus ! he who murther^d 

' ■ PAMMENES 
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PAMMENES. . 

The fame* 

ORESTES* 


And Clytemn^ftra^ lives foe ftil] 
After that fatal blow ? 


PAMMENES* - 

She reigns with him j 
The reft is known too well. 


ORESTES. 

That tomb before u% 

And yonder palace ~ — 

PAMMENES. 

Is inhabited 

Now by -Sgifthus j builtj I well remember^ 

By worthier hands, and for a better ufe., 

The tomb thou fee’ft, forgive me if I weep 
At the remembrance, is the tomb of him 
I lov'd, my lord, , my king — of Agamemnom 

ORESTES. 

O ^tis too much ! I fink beneath k. 

PYLADES. 

Hide 

Thy tears, my friend. 
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[To Oreftes, v.'lio tarns away fiom him. 
PAMJIENES, 

You feem much mov’d, and fain 
- Wou’d flop the tide of grief: O give it way. 
Indulge thy forrows, and lament the fon 
Of gods, the noble conqueror of Trov j 
Whilft they infult hisfacred memVy here. 

Strangers ihall weep the fate of Agaiuemnoi’. 

ORESTES, 

A ftranger as I am, I cannot look 
With cold indiff’rence on the noble race 
Of Atreus, ’tis a Grecians duty ever 
To weep the fate of heroes, and I ought 
But doth Eledfra live in Argos ftil] ? 

PAMMENES, 

She doth, ihe’s here. . 

ORESTES. 

I run, I fly to meet her. 
PYLADES. 

Ha 1 whether woud’ft thou go ! what, brave the gods! 
Hazard thy precious life ! forbear, my lord. 

[To Pamrnenes* 

Q^' conduct us to the neigh Viiig templcj 



There 
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There will we lay our gifts before the altar i: 

In humble duty, and adore that God 
Who rul'd the waves, and fav’d ns from deftriuSlIon^ * 

i 

ORESTES. 

Wilt thou conduQ: us to the facred tomb 
Where lie the afhes of a murther'd hero ? 

There muft I oiFer io his honour’d fhadc 
A fecret facrifice. . ' 

PAMMEK^ES. 

O Heav’nlyjuftice, 

Thou facrifice to him ! amidft his foes ! 

O noble youth •! my mailer had a fon, 

Who, in Eledlra’s arms — but I forbear, 

.Slgifthus comes: away; Fll follow you. 

ORESTES. 

iEgifthus ! ha ! 

Py LADES. 

W e muii avoid his prefence. 

SCENE. IIL 

JEGISTWS, CLYTEMNiESTRA, PAIvlMENES. ' 

G I S T H U S. [To Pammeacs, 

Who are thofe ftrangcio ? one of them methought | 

, Seem'd, by his ilatelj port and fair demeanor, . , 

'%i 




'ORESTES. 
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Of noble bitth^ a gloom of melancholy 
Hangs on his brow : he ftruek me as he pall : 

Is he our fubject? know you whence he came ? 

FAMMENES. 

I only know they are unfortunate $ 

Driv’n by the tempeft on thofe rocks^ they came 
For fhelter here ; as Grangers I relieved them 5 
It was my duty : if they tell me truth, 

Greece is their country. 

JEGISTHUS. 

Thou lhalt anfwer for them 

On peril of thy life. 

CLYTEMNJ®STRA. 

Alas;! my. lord,' 

Can thefe pt>ot obje^fe raife fulpicicm ? 

^GISTHUS. 

, Yes: 

The people murmur j evVy thing alarms me. 

CEYTEMNJESTRA. 

Such for thefe fifteen years hath been our fate. 

To te^r, and to be fezfd 5 the bitter poifon 

To ail my happinels* 

' MGIBTUVS, 

'Away, Pam,menes| 

tet me who and whence thej are 1 why thus 

rv"' They: 


ORESTES. St 

They come fo near the palace j from what port 
'I'heir veffel fail’d^ and wherefore on the feas ... 

Where I command : away, and bring me word* 

SCENE' IV. 

iEGI s;r HUS, CL YT.EMNiESTRA. 
.^GISTHUS. 

Well, madam, to remove your idle fears* 

Th’ interpreters ofheav’n it 'feems at length 
Have been confulted ; but in vain : their fiience 
Doubles your grief, and heighthens your delpair ^ 
Forto thyfelf, thy reffiefs fpirlt. ne’er 
Win know repofe j thou trerablefl: at the thought 
Of thy fon’s death, yet fear’ft his dang’rous life : 
Confult no more your doubtful oracles. 

And hefitating priefts, that brood in fecret 
O’er the dark bofom of futurity ; 

But hear ^gifthus, he fliail give thee peace, J 
And fatisfy thy foul : this hand determines. 

This tongue pronounces Clytemnseftra s fate : 

If thou woud’ftlive and reign, confide in me. 

And me alone, and let me hear no more 

Gf your unworthy fon ^ but for Eledlra, . 

She’s to be fear’d, and v/c miift think of her ; 

Perhaps her marriage with my Plifthencs ^ 

Might flop the mouth of faSion, and appeafe 
Vgl* IIL D . The 
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The difcontented people : thou woud’ft wifli 
To fee the deadly hatred, that fo long 
Hath raged between us, foften’d into peace | 

T o fee our int’refts and our hearts united ; 

Let it be fo. Go thou, and talk with her ; 

But take good heed her pride refufcs not 
The prolfer'd boon, that were an iafult Cjon 
She might repent of; but I hope ivioh you, 

That ilavVy hath bow’d down her haughty fpirit, 
That this unhop’d for uiiexpedled change 
' From poverty and chains to rank and fplendor. 
Join’d toanioiher's kind authority. 

And above all. Ambition, will periuadeher 
To feize the golden minute, and be wife : 

But if file fpurns the happinefs that courts her. 
Her infolence fliall meet its due reward. 

Your foolifii fondnels, and lier father’s name, ” 
Have fed her pride too long ^ but Jet her dread. 

If file fubmits not, a feverer fate. 

Chains heavier far, and endlefs banlfhment. 

SCENE. V. 

e L' Y T E M NiE S T R A> E r: E C T R A, 

^ CEYTEM-NJESTRA. 

Come near, my daughter, and with milder looks 
Behold thy mother : I have mourn’d in fecret, 


And 
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And wept with thee thy hard and cruel bondage. 

Though not unmerited 5 for fure thy hatred 
W as moft unjaft, Ele&a : as a Queen, 

I mj'as offended , as a mother, griev’d ; 

But I have gainM your pardon, and your rights 
Are all reftor’d. 

ELECTRAr 
O madam, at your feet 

CLYTEMN JESTRA. 

But I woti’d ftill do more, 

ELECTRA." 

What more? " 

CLYTEMNyESTRA. 

Support 

Your race, reftore the honour’d name of Pelops, 

And re-unite his long-divided children. 

ELECTRA 

Ha ! talk’ft thou of Oreftes ? fpeak, go on. 

CLYTEMNiESTRA 
I fpeak of thee, and hope at laft Eledira 
Will be Eleclra’s friend : I knovv thy foul 
Afpires to empire, be thyffif again, 

And let thy hopes tranfport thee to, the throne 
Of Argos and Mycenae 5 rife from chains . 

D 2 And/;,A| 
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And ignominious flavVj to the throne 
Of thy great anccftois : fEgifihus yieids 
To my intreaties, as a daugliteryet 
He won d embrace thee, to his Pliil'henes 

WouM join Ele&a; hour the youth 

From Epiclauriis is expecl-eci here; 

'When he returns he weds you : look, mv 
Towards the briglrc prodyect of tliy future glory, 

And bury all thv? pail: in deep oblivion* 

ELECTRA. 

Can I forget the palt, or look with joy 
On that which is to come ? O cruel fate, 

, This is the worft indignity that e’er 
EleSra bore : remember whence I fprang. 
Remember, I am Agamemnon’s daughter. 

And woud’ft thou bind me to his murthVer's fen ? 
Give me my chains again, opprefs my foul 
, With ail the horrors of bale fervitude ; 

All that the tyrant e’er inflicted on me, 

Shame and reproach fuit with my fad condition ; 

I have fupported them, and look’d on death 
Without a fear : a thoufahd times iEgifihus 
Hath threaten’d me with death, but this is worfe; 
I'hou .art more cruel far to afk my vows,' 
fr;,y , . ■ ■ . My 
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Mj love, my honour ^ but I fee your aim, 

I know your purpofe ; poor Oreftes ilain, 

His muith rer trembles at a fi&r^s.claim. 

And dreads my title to a father’s throne : 

The tyrant wants my hand to fecond him, . 

I’o feal his poor precarious rights with mine^ 

And make me an. accomplice in his guilt : 

0 if I have a right iEgifthus fears, 

Let him erafe my title in my blood, 

And tear it from me : if another arm 

Be neediml. to his purpofe, lend him thine 5 ’ 

Strike here, , and join Eledfra to her brother ; 

Strike here, and I Ihallknow his Clytemnseftm* 

CLYTEMN^STRA* 

It Is too much : ungrateful as thou art, 

1 pityy thee^ but all my hopes are paft : 

What have I done, what wou’d I do, to bend 

“ Thy ftubborn heart ? tears, menaces, reproaches. 

And love and tendernefs, the throne itfeJf, ^ 

Which but for me thou never coud^fl: have hop’d, 

Pray’rs, puniihment, and pardon, nought avail’d. 

And now I yield thee to thy fate : farewell ! 

Thou fay’ft that thou {halt know me for thy mothetat . . 
For Cly temo’Peftra, , by my cruelty : , . , ./ ^ 

■ ■' '. 0 ^ 
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I am thy mother, and I am thy Queen, 

Remember that; to Agamemnon^s race 
Nought do I owe but hatred and revenge | 

I will not warm a ferpent in niy breaft 
Toffingme; henceforth ftonn, complain, and weep? 
I fhall not heed the clamours of a flave : 

I lov'd thee once, with grief I own I lov'd thee ; 

Blit from this hour remember Clytemnaeftra 
1$ not thy mother, but' ^Egifthus* wife | 

The bonds are broken that united us, 

Eledira broke them ; nature hath difcIaimM, 

And I abjure them, 

SCENE VL 

EJ,ECTEA, alone 
Gracious heavn ! is this 
A mothe/s voice r O day thebitt^reft fure 
That ever rofe fince my dear father's death ! 

I fear I faid loo much, but my full heart, 

Spite of tnyfelf, wou’d pour its venom forth : 

She told me my Oreftes was no more j 

Gou'd I bear that ? O if a cruel mother 

Has robb'd me of my faeft, my deareft treafure. 

Why fhou'd I court my worft of foes, why fawn 
^ And cringe to her,, to live a vile dependant 

■ On' • 
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On her precarious bounties j to lift up 
Thefe wither'd hands to unrelenting heav'n. 
To fee my father's bed and throne ufurp’d 
By this bafe fpoiler^ this inhuman tyrant, 

Who robb’d me of a mother s heart; and now 
Hath ta’cn Oreftes from me? 

S C E N E. VIL 
ELECTRA, IFHISA.i 
IP EISA. 

O Elefira, 

Complain no more. 

ELECTRA. 

Why not ? 

IPHISA. 

Partake my joy. 
ELECTRA. 

Joy is a ftranger to this heart, Iphifa, 

And ever feall be. 

IPHISA. 

Still there's hope. 
ELECTRA. 

O no, 

Still muft we weep ; for if I may believe 
D 4 
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A mother^ our dear brother/ our Orefles^ 
1$ dead* 

IFHISA. 


And if I may believe theie eyes^ 

He liveSj he’s heie^ Eledlra* 

ELECTRA. 

Can it be ? 

Good heav’n ! O do not triflie with a heart 
Like mine : Iphifa, did’ft thou % Oreflcs ? 


I did. 


IPHISA. 

ELECTRA. 


Thou woud^ft not with a flattering dream 
Deceive me, my Iphlfa ~ but, go on. 

For hope and fear diflrail me. 

IFHISA, 

O my After, 

Two ftrangers, caft by feme benignant God 
On thefe unhappy coafts, are j uft arriv’d. 

And hither, by the care of good Painmenes, 
Condudled ; one of them « 

ELECTRA. 

I faint ; I die ~ 

Well, one of them 


IPHISA 
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IPHISA* 

I faw the noble youth : 

0 what a luftre fparkled in his eye ! 

His aiVj his mein, his eyhy gefture bore 
The perfefl: femblage of a demi-god 5 

Ev^n as they paint th’ iJluftrious Grecian chiefs 
The conqueror of Troy 5 fuch majcffy 
And fweet deportment ne^er did I behold 5 
But with Pammenes he retir’d, and hid 
His beauteous form from my defiring eyes : 

Struck with the charming image,, and amazed ^ 

1 ran to feek thee here, beneath the £hade 
Of this dark groVf , to tell the pleafing tale : 

But mark what followed J — on the facred tomb, 
Where we fo oft have mingled our fad tears, 

I faw frefli garlands, faw the votive v/reath. 

The water fprinkled o'er it, and the hair 
Doubdefs of thofe whom 1 fo late had feen, 

Th^ illuftrrous ftrsngers ; near to thefe was laid, 
Whatmoft confirm’d my hopes, a gHtt’ring fword. 
That fppkc roethqught the day of vengeance near;' 
Who but a fon, a brother, and a hero. 

Rais’d by the gods to fave his falling country, 
Woii’d dare to brave the tyrant thus ? ’Tis he, 
Eieclra, heav’n hath fent him to our aid,' 


6o ORESTES. 

The lighOnng glares upon us, and the thunder 
Will foon be heard. 

EXECTRA. 

I muft believe Tphife, 

And hope the beft ; but is it not a fnare 

Laid by the tyrant? Come': well know the truth, 

Let us away — I muft be fatisfy*d» 

IPHISA. 

We muft not fearch him in the dark retreat 
Where he is hid, Pammenes lays, his life 
W ouM aniVer for it. 

ELECTRA. 

Ha ! what doft thou fay ? 

Alas f we are deceived, betray’d, Iphifa, 

By cruel heaven : thus, after fifteen years, 

Reftor’d, Orefteswou’d have ran with joy 
To the dear arms that fav’d him, wou’d have cheaPd 
EieSr^’s moarnful heart, he ne’er-had fled 
From thee, Iphifa : O that fword thou faw’ft, 
Which rais’d tby fiinguine hope, alarms my fears ; 

A Cruel mother wou’d be well inform’d, 

And in her eyes I read the barb ho us joy 
She felt wichin : O dart one ray of hope. 

Ye vengefubgods, on my defpraring foul ! 


Will 


ORESTES. 
Will not Pammenes yield to my intreaties ? 
He will ; he muft : aivay, FIl fpeak to him, 

IPHISA. 


Do notj Eledra ; think what cruel eyes 
Watch o^'er our fteps, and mark oiu* ev^ry action. 
If he is come, we fhall difcover him 
By our fond zeal, and hazard his fv/eet life : 

If weVe deceiv'd, our fearch but irritates 
The tyrant, and endangers good Pammenes : 

But let us pay our duty at the tomb, 

There we at leaiT: may weep without offence. 
Who knows, Eledlra, but the noble Granger 
May meet us in that bleft afylum 5 there 
That heav'n, whofe goodnefs thy impatient rage 
Hath call'd in queftion, may yet hear my vows, 
And give him to our wifnes and our tears : 


Let us be gone. 


ELECTRA. 


Thou haft reviv’d my hopes : 
But O ! I die with grief, if thou deceiv'ft me. 


End of the Second Act, 
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ACT IIL- SCENE L 

'ORESTES, PYLABES, PAMMENES* ^ 

[A Slave at the further end of the Ibge carrying an um^ and 
a fword.] 

PAMMENES. 

B L E S T be the day that to our wiflies ihiB 
Reftores the long-expeiled hope of Greece^ 

My royal mafter^s fon, the minifter 
Of heavens high will, to execute fwift vengeance 
On Agamemnon's foes I The tyrant long 
Flath dreaded, long forefeen th' impending blow i 
Confcious of guilt, in ev'ry face unknown 
Still he beholds his mafter and his judge. 

And ftill Orefles haunts his troubled foul : 

Much he enquires concerning you, and longs 
To fee you both. I have a thoufand fears, 

A thoufand hopes heav'n grant we may fucceed I 
Mean time I have obey'd your orders, founded 
The people's hearts, and ftrove to animate 
Their zeal ; infpir'd them with the diftant hope 
Of an avenger j foon or late the race 
Of rightful kings muft profper : ev'ry heart 
Glow’d with warm tranfport at Oreftes' name ; 
Awaken’d from her {lumber, vengeance rifes 


Wiih 
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With double vigour j my few faithful friends^ 

Who dwell in this lone defert with Pammenes, 

Lift up their hands to heavhi, and call on thee | 

And yet I tremble to behold thee here 
Unarm’d and unaffifted, leaft feme chance 
Difeover thee, and blafi: our hopes ; the foe 
Is barb’fousj adliye, vigilant^ and bold | 

One fatal ftroke may ruin all ; whilft thou^ 

Againfl: a tyrant feated on his throne, 

Bringhl: nothing but Oreftes, and his friend. 

PYLADES. 

And are not they fuiEcient ? ’Tis the work 
Of heav’n that oft fulfills its own defigns 
By means moft wonderful, that in the deep 
Overwhelm’d our little all, and here alone 
Hath left us to perform the facrifice. 

Sometimes it arms the fov’reigns of the earth 
With .tenfold vengeance 5 fom^times, in contempt 
Of human valour, ftrikes in awful iHence j 
Nature and friendfiiip then aflert the rights 
Of heav’n, and vindicate its pow’r divine. 

ORESTES, 

Oreftes afles no other aid, no arm. 

But thine, ray Pylades. 

, PYLADES, 
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PYLAPES. 

Take hee’d, my friend^ 
Quit not the paths of fafety pointed out 
By the juft gods 5 remember thou art bound 
By folemn oath to hide thee from Eledira ; 

Your peace, your happinefs, your kingdom, all 
Depend upon it : O refrain your tranfports, 
Diffcmble, and obey ; "'tis fit Elecira 
Shou’d be deceiv’d, ev’n more than Cljtemnseftra* 

PAMMENES, 

Thank heav’n, that thus ordain’d it for thy fafety. 
Already hath Eiedlra, bath’d in tears. 

And calling for her great avenger, fill’d 
Thefe folitary raanfions with her cries ; 
Importunate and bold, £he fought me out, 

And with imprudent warmth, demanded loud. 
Where was her brother, where her dear Oreftes : 
Nature had whifper’d to her anxious heart 
He was not far from his Eledlra : fcarce 
Cou’d I withoid her eager fteps. 

ORESTES. 

. - Ye gods! 

Muft I refrain? O infuppoi table ! 


PYLADES. 


ORESTES. 

PYLADES. 

You hefitate ^ O thinkj my dear Oreftes, 

Think on the menaces of angry beav’n. 

Think on its goodnefs that preferv’d thy life 
From ev'ry danger; if thou fhould'il oppofe 
Its facred will, eternal wrath awaits 
To biaft thy purpofe; tremble, fon of Atreus 
And Tantalus, remember what thy haplefs race 
Hath fuffer'd, nor expe£i: a milder doom, 

ORESTES. 

What pow^'r invincible prefides unfeen 
O^er human adiions, and diredis our fate ? 

Is it a crime to liften to the voice 
Of fond affe^Uon ? O eternal juftice. 

Thou deep abyfs, unfearchabie to man ! 

Shall not our v^reaknefs and our guilt by thee 
Be Rill diftinguilh’d ? ihall the man who wanders 
From virtue’s paths unknowing, and who braves 
Thy pow r, lhall he who yields to nature’s laws, 

And he who breaks them, lhare an equal fate ? 

But fiiall the Have condemn , his maflcr ? heav’n 
Gave us our being, and can owe us nothing : 
Therefore no more ; in filence I obey. 

Give me the urn, the ring, and bloody fword. 

Which thou haft hither brought, they fliall be offer’d 
' ■ '-yar 
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Far from Ele6lra’s fight : let us be gone ; 
ril fee my fitter when I have reveng'd her. 

[Turning to Pamniene$» 

Go thou, Pammenes, and prepare the hearts 
’ Of thy brave followers for the great event 
Which Greece awaits, and I mutt execute ; 

Deceive ^gifthus, and my guilty mother j 
Let them enjoy the tranfitory biifs. 

The fiiort-Hv’d pleafure of Orcttes' death, 

If an unnat’ral mother can behold 
With joy the afhes of a murther'd fon: 

Here will I wait, and flop them as they pafs. 

SCENE II 

ELECTRA'and IPHISIA on one fide of the &ge, 
ORESTES and PYLADES on the otlier, with a 
flave carrying an nm and a fword. 

ELECTRA. ■; [ToIpWia. 

Hope difappointed is the worft of farrows, 

Q my Iphifa, all thy flatt’ring dreams 
Are vanifo’d, and Pammencs, with a word, 

Hath undeceiv'd us ; the fair day that flione 
So bright is clouded o’er, and darknefs Iprcads 
On ev'ry fide : alas ! our wretched life 
Is but a round of never-ending woes, 

' ' .ORESTES, 


ORESTES. 


©RESTES, 


[To FyladeS: 


Two womem and in tears ! 


PYLADBS. 


Alas, my lord. 
Beneath a tyrant all things wear the face 
Of grief and misery. 


ORESTES. 


In iEgiflhus’ court 
Nothing {hou\i reign but forrow. 


IPHISA. 


[To Ele£ha» 
Look, Eledtra, 


The ftrangers come this way. 


ELECTRA. 

Unhappy omen ! 

They did pronounce iEgifthus’ hated name4 
IPHISA. 

One is that hero whom I told thee of; 

The noble youth — . 

EEECTRA. 


Had been deceiv'd. 


[Looking at OreRes# 

Alas ! I too, like thee,: 

[Turnii^:’; 


... [Tiiniing to Orefes* 
Who are. ye^ ■ wretched flrangers s 

And what hath led you to this fatal fliore ? 

ORESTES. 

We come to -fee the king who reigns in Argos^ 

And take our orders from him. 

ELECTKA, 

Are ye Grecian^j 

And call ye him a king^ the murthercr 
Of Agamemnon ? 

ORESTES, 

He is fovVeign here^ 

And heav’n commands us to refpedl his throne^ 

Not to diipute his title. 

ELECTRA. 

Horrid maxim ! 

And what have you to alk of this proud king^ 

This bloody monfter here ? 

ORESTES. 

We come to bring him 

Some happy tidings. 

ELECTRA. 

Dreadful then to us 

They muft be. 

I PHIS A, 
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1 PHIS A. [ Seeing th« Urn. 

Ha ! an urn 1 O grief, O horror I 

PYLADES. 

Oreftes — — ' ' 

ELECTRA* 

O ye gods ! Oreftes dead ! 

I faint, I die* - ■ ' 1 

ORESTES. 

■ 

What have we done, my friend ! 

They coif d not be miftaken, for their grief | 

Betrap them : O ! my blood runs coId*~Fair princefir. 

Be comforted, and live* | 

ELECTRA. I 

Orelles dead ? 

And can I live ? O no, barbarians, here 
Complete your cruelty. 

IPHISA, 

Alas ! youfee 

The poor remains of Agamemnon j we 
Are his unhappy daughters, the fadfifters 
Of loft Oreftes* 

ORESTES. - 
O Ele&a 10 

Iphifa ! O where am I ? cruel gods J 

[To the iave carrying the uin. 

Take from their fight thofe monuments of woe, 

That, J'; 
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T'hat fatal urn, which — — > 

ELECTRA. 

[ Running towards tlis urn* 
Woud’fl: thou take it from me ? 
Woud'ft thou deprive me of the little all 
That’s left Eledra by oiFencied hcav’n ? 

0 give it me» 

^ f She takes the ur% and embraces it; 

ORESTES, 

Forbear 5 what woud’ft thou do ? 

• ' PYLABES. 

Away : -ffigifthus only miift receive 
Thefe precious reliques, 

ELECTRA, 

Muft I then behold 
My brother’s allies in a tyrant’s hand» 

And are Oreftes’ murtherers before me ? 

ORESTES, 

Horrid reproach ! it fliocks my very foul : 

1 can no longer 

ELECTRA, 

Yet you weep with me : 

O, in the naaie of the avenging gods, 

^ ■ If 
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If yeare guiltiefs, if your gen’rous hands 
Collecied his dear aflies — 

ORESTES.^ 

Gracious heav’n ! 
ELECTRA, 

If ye lament his death, O anfwerme ; 

Who told you of his fate : art thou his friend? 

Speak, noble youth : both dumb ! yet both adlidled ; 
Ev’n whiifl: your words plant daggers in my hearty 
Ye feem topityme. 

ORESTES. * 

It is too much; 

The gods have been obey'd enough already* 

electra/ 

What fav’fi thou ? 

ORESTE'S. 

Leave thofe poor remains* 
ELECTRA. 

Omi 

I never will : alas ! is ev'iy heart 
Inflexible ? I tell thee, cruel ftranger, 

Imuftnot, cannot give thee back again 
The hital gift thy pity hath beftow^d : 

^Tis my Oreftes ; and I will embrace him ; 

Behold his dying fifter* 

ORESTES. 




ORESTES, 

OHESTES. 

Cruel gods ! 

Where are your thunders now ? O ftrike : Eledlra^ 

l ean no longer 

ELECTKA. 

Ha ! 

ORESTES. 

I ought 

PYLADES. 

O heavhi ! 
ELBCTRA. 

Go on — 

ORESTES. 

Know then — •— 

SCENE IIL 

JEGISTHUS, CLYTEMN^STRA, ORESTES, PYLADES 
ELECTRA, IPHISA, PA]V'IMEI\^ES, Guatds. ’ 
JBGISTHUS. 

O glorious fpeflacle ! 

Fortune, I thank thee : Can it be, Pammenes ? 

My rival dead ! it is, it muft be true, 

Eledira’s grief confirms it. 

ELECTRA. 

Dreadful hour? 

ORESTES, 
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ORESTES. 

ORESTES, 

To what am I referv'd ? 

iEGISTHUS,. 

Seiz^e on the urn, 

And wreft it from her. 

[ They take the uni from her. 
ELECTRA. 

O thou haft robh'd me of the only good 

This life couM e’er afford me, harb'^rous monfter ! 

O take Ele«9:ra too, tear forth this heart 
And join me to Oieftes ; father, fon. 

Sifter, and brother, all thy wretched vidlims 
Unite to fatiate thy revenge: now, tyrant, 

Enjoy thy happinefs, enjoy thy crimes : 

And thou, inhuman mother, look with him 
On the delightful fpeSacle, it fuits 
Thy nature, and is worthy of you both 

[ Iplula leads her off. 

S C E N-E- IV. ■ 

^ iEGISTHUS, CLYTEMNiESTRA, ORESTES^ ’ 
PYLADES, Guards. „ 

CLYTEMNiESTRA.. 

Mufl: I bear this ? 

MGISTKVS. 

Sfe ihall be puniflxM for it ; 

Let 


ORESTES. 

Let her complain to heav’n, for heai? ii itfclf 

Where it forbids not } therefore I am guiltlefs. 

And, happy too : my throne {lands firmely aoWj 

My life’s in fafety j but I muft rewai'd 

The zeal and valour of thefe noble Grecians. 

ORESTES. 

It was our duty, royal fir, to lay 

Thefe proofs before you : take this fword, this rii'.g, 

You muft remember it : ’twas Agamemnon s. 

C L y T E MN iE S T R A. 

And was it then by thee Oreftes ten ? 

iEGISTHUS. 

If thou haft ferv’d me, thine be the reward : 

But, fay, who art thou, of what race ? 

ORESTES. 

My name 

Muft not as yet be known j perhaps ijereaftcr 
It may be : in the fields of Troy my father 
Diftinguiib’d flione amongft the great avengers 
Of Menelaus j in tliofe days of glory 
He- fought, and fell : deferted and forlorn, 

Left by a cruel mother, and purfued 
By moft inhuman foes, this friend alone 

• • Supported 
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Supported me; was. fortune j father, all: 

With him I ftill have trod the paths of .hpnouri 
Withhim defy^d the malice of my fate 
Such is my ftory* 

iEGISTHUS, . 

'But fey where thy arm ' ' ' ' 

Revenged me of this hated prince : Inform me. 

ORESTES. 

was ia a wood that to the temple leads 
Of Epidaurus, near Achemor’s tomb. 

^GISTH0S. , 

The king had fet a price upon his head : 

How came you not to afk for your reward ? 

ORESTES. 

Becaufe I hated infamy, and fought ; 

For vengeance, not, for hire ; I did not mean 
To fell his blood ; a private motive rais’d ■ 

This arm againft him, as my ftfend well kiiow^s. 

And I revengM myfelf without the aid 
Gf kings, nor flyall I boaft' the viibry : ' 

Forgive me, fir : I tremble for the widow' ^ 
Of Agamemnon’s here.; perhaps I-ve-ferv^, ' f 
Perhaps offended her ; ril take my leave. 

Vot.ni. , E 
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ORESTES. 

JEGISTHUS. 


Thou flialt not ; l^ay, I charge thee. 


CLYTEMN^STA. 

, Let him go : 

That urn, and the fad ftory he has told. 

Have hU’d my foul with horror; heav’n, my lord. 
Proteas your throne and life, be thr.nkful for it. 
And leave a mother to indulge her iorrows. 

ORESTES. 

Madam, I thought that Agamemnon’s fon 
Was hateful to you. 

CLYTEMNiESTR A. 

I muft own I fear d him. 


Fear’d him ? 


ORESTES. 
CLYTEMNiESTRA. 

I did indeed ; for he was born 

Tobemoflgdl.y. 


Guilty? and to whom? 
CLYTEMNiESTRA. 

The wretched wanderer, thou know’ft, was doom d 
To hate a mother, doom’d to fhed the blood 
From whence he fprang ; fuch was his horrid fatt . 
Perhaps he had fulfill’d — and yet his death, 


'i 

I 



OREST E S. 

I know not why, affrights ms , . and I trmible 
To look on you who fav^ me from his vengeance. 

' ORESTES. 


Alas ! a fon againfl a mother arm’d ! 

O who cpu’d loojfe that facred tye ? perhaps 
He wiili'd . 

CLYTEMN^STKA. 

0 heavhi ! 

iEGISTHUS. 


What %'fi: thou r didft thou knb'iv him ? 


PYLABES. - [Aiide. 

He will difcovcr all. 


[To 

He did, my lord, 

The wretched foon unite, and loon divide: 
At Delphi firft we Ciw him. 


ORESTES. : 

'■ Yes: I knew 

His purpofew-elL 

^GISTHXJS. 

Whatwa’ft? 

ORESTES. 

To mimher thee* 

iEGISTHUS. 

IVe feen his malice long, but I defpis’d it.. ^ 

, E 2 ^ Mean 
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Mean time Elecira us’d Orefles’ name 
To fpread divifion o’er my kingdom. ; file 
Was my worft foe : thou haft reveng’d me of her^ 
Take thy reward, I yield her to thy powV ; 

She, fhal! be thine: the haughty maid, who fpurn’d 
7’he great alliance with Ton ^ 

Henceforth fhe is thy flave : the wretched race 
Of Priam long beneath the conqu Vors yoke 
SubmiiEve bov/’d, and dragged the fervile chain 5 
And wherefore fhou’d not Agamemnon’s blood 
Bend in its turn, and fhare an equal fate ? 

CLYTEMNJESTRA, 

WouM Clytemna^ftrafuffer tbatf 
MGISTUIIS. 

t . 

Thou woud’ft noc 

Defend thy worft of foes i proferibe Oreftes, 

Yet fpare El€<9:ra» 

' [To Dreilcg* 

Leave the urn with me. 

ORESTES. 

We will, my lord, and fliall accept your offers 
CLYTEMNiESTRA. 

\ ' ' 

I’hat were to carry our refeii tment further 


Til an 
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''rhaEjuftice warrants; let him ' hen ce^ and bear . 
Some other recompenie : w^e too mull go : 

Let us^. mylordj 1 beg thee, let, us quit 
Thefe horrid manfions of the dead, where nought 
But dreadful images on ev^ry fide 
Surround, me : O ! we never can prepare 
The bloody feafi: between the father's'tornb' 

And the forfs allies t how fliall- we invoke 
The hcuuiold gods, whom we have injur'd ^ how,, 
AinidhT: our cruel fports, give up the blood 
Of Clytemni^i'cra jto the mnrtherer 
OfherOrefies? O it mail not be ■ 

I tremble at the thought: my fears, ^gifthiis^. 

Should wa.oen thine ; this ftranger. rives my hearty. 

His very fight is deadliefl: poifon to me. 

Away, my lord, and let me be conceaFd 
From ev’ry eye 5 wou"d it were poffible 
To hide me from myfeif ! 

[Exit ClyteniiiDsftr^. 

jiiGiSTHUS. ' . ^ 

[To Crete. 
Stay than, and wait 
T '1; 1: oie befriend thee , nature for a moment 
Is ’f - ^ JUS and loud, but foon as reafon. 

Shall rc-a Jirne its empire, intVefl then 

Muft plead thy caufe, and file a&ne be heard# 

, , , ■ ' ' E 3 ■ Mean 





8o ORESTES, 

Mean time remain with us^ and celebrate 
Our nuptial day : 

[To one of his Attendants* 
Haile you to EpidaunrSj 
And hither bring my fon ; let him confirm 
The welcome tidings. 

„ S C E N E V* 

ORESTES, PYL APE S. 
ORESTES. 

.Yes, Oreftes comes 

To join the cruel pomp, and make thy feaft 
A feaft of blood. 

PYLADES. 

O how I trembled for thee ! 

I fear’d thy love 5 I fear’d thy tendernefs ; 

Andj> more than allj thy honeft rage, that burft 
In tranfports forth when thou beheld’ft the tyrant : 

I faw thee ready to infult him ; faw 
Thy ibul take fire at Agamemnon’s name^ 

And dreaded the fad confequence. 

ORESTES. 

My mother, 

C) Pylade.s, my mother pierc’d my heart. 

Dld’ft thou not mark the workings of her foul 
Whilft I was fpeaking ? O I felt them all. 

/; ' Scarce 
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gj 

Scarce cou’ci my voice in fault ring accents tell 
The meJanchoIv tale, vvhilil Clvtemn^^ftra 
Still gaz'd, and trembled ftill : a father’s murther j. 

A filler unreveng’d ; a tyrant yet 
lOnpunifix’di and a mother to be taught 
Her intVeil and her duty ^ what a weight 
Of fecret cares ! great lieavhi complete thy work ! 
Urge on the ling’ring nK)ments that retard 
My vengeance 5 O let mo perform the talk 
Of love, and hatred ; let me mik the blood 
Of bafe ^gitthus with the vile remains ■ 

Of Pliithenesj let fweet Eledlra Kee 
The cruel tyrant gafping at my feet, 

And know her dear deliv Ver in Oreftes ! 

- S CT N.E , VL- , 

O R E' S T E S, p Y L A D E S, P A M-' M E N B S* - 
■■ORESTES. 

What haft thou done, Pammenes, may we hope 
PAMMENES. 

O my dear lord, ne’er. Cnee the. fatal day 
When Agamemnon fell, did greater perils 
Threaten thy precious life. 

ORESTES. 

Ha! what hath happeud ? 

E4 ■ -FY LADES. 
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FYLABES, ' 


StiH 

Muft I have caufe to tremble for Orcfles r 

PAMMENES, 

This infiant is arriv’d a meiicnger 
From Epidaurus, and e^er this related 
The death of Plifthenes. 

PYLADES, 

Imniortal gods i 
ORESTES. 

And knows he that Oreftes flev/ his fon ? 

PAMMENES. 

e They fpeafc of nothing but his death ; e’er long 
Frefh tidings are expeiSied 5 and the news. 

Mean time conceal’d from Greece that Ihe has loft 
One of her tyrants j the king, ftill in doubt, 

Shuts hiinfdf up with Clytettin^^eftra : this 
I learn’d from one, who,- to the royal blood 
Still faithful^' piii^ in loathfome fervitude 
. Beneath the proud ufurperi 

0‘iESTES.' 

, . I have gather’d 

'At l^aft the firft fair fruits of promis’d vengeance ; 
Grant me, ye gods, to reap a plenteous harveft ! 
Think’ftthou, my friend, they wou’d uplift this arm 

In vain, and drily profper to deceive me-j 

■■■■■ T® 
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To my fuccefsful valour give the fon, 

And after yield me to the father’s powV ? 

Let us away : danger fiiou’d make us bold ; 

Who fears not death is mafter of his foe ; 
rii feise the moment of uncertainty. 

E’er the full day of truth glares in upon him. 

And points his rage. 

PAMMENES 
Away: you muft be known 
To thofe few noble fpirits who will die 
To ferve their prince j this fecret place concc:>!s 
Some faithful friends, who may be ilill more ufeful, 
Beoiufe unknown. 

PYLADES, 

Haftethen^ and if the tomb 
Of thy dear father, if thy honour’d name 
Join’d to Eleclra’s, if the wrath of lieay’n 
Agalnft ufurpers, if the gracious gods. 

Who hither led thee, if they all fiiou’d fail. 

If this detefted fpot is doomed by fate 
To be thy'grave, O take a wretched life 
To thee devoted, we will die together, 

That comfort’s left j for Pylades fhali fall 
Cjofe by thy fide, and worthy of Oreftes* . 

E„5.' ORE&TE^S. 


% 


O R E S T E S, 

ORESTES, 
trike me, kind heav’n ! but O for pity fave 
His matchlefs valour, and protetl my friend ! 

End of the Thibd Act. 



■ACT IV. SCENE L 

O R E S T E S, P Y L A D E S. 
ORESTES. 

P Erhaps the vigilance of good Pammenes 

May for a while remove the king’s fufpicioBS ; 
And gracious heaven, in pity to our woes. 

Deceive Aigiflhus to a fond belief, 

That the devoted race of T antalus 
Is now no more ; but, O my PyJades, 

The fword I offer’d at my father’s tomb 
Is ftol’n by facrilegious hands, that reach 
Ev’n to the facred rnanfions of the dead : 

If it be carry ’d to the tyrant, all 

Will be difcover’d 5 let us hafte, my friend, 

And feize him, e’er it be too iate. 

FYLADES. 

Pammenes 

Is watchful o’er our int’reft j we muft wait 
Fox him : when we have gathered the few friends 

That 
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That mean to ferve us> be this tomb the place 
Of meeting for usall^ Pammenes then 

j Will join us here. 

I ORESTES. 

O Pylades, Oheav’n! 

This barbVous law that farces me to wound 
A tender heart that lives but for Otefles ! 

And muft i leave Eledlra to her ibrrows ? 

PYLADES. 

I Yes : thou haft fworn it^ therefore perfevere > 

Thou haft more caufe to dread Ele< 3 :ra now 
Than all thy foes 5 , flie may deftroy, but ne’er. 

^ Can ferve us» and the tyrant’s eyes may foon . 

Be open’d : O fubd ue, if poiTible, 

The pangs of nature, . and conceal thy love : ~ 

W e came not here to comfort thy Ele&a, , 

Buttoreveno-e her. ■■ ft 

® . t 

ORE’STES. I [•.' 

■ See, my Pylades, : ■ , | k 

She comes this way, perhaps in fearch of nle* . | ;;r 

FY LADES. ' f':i’ 

Her ev’ry ftep is watch’d ; .you mufi not fee her': | 

Begone ; and doubt not, I’ll obferve her well 5 | ; 

The eyes -of friendfhip feldom- are deceiv’d.' | 

SCENE I':’ 

. t: 

:• ■ ' ■ ■ - . , ■ . . ^ 
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SCENE IL 

ELECTRA, IPHI $ A, P YL ADES. 
EEECTEA. 

The Villain hath efcapM me j he avoids 
My hated fight, and leaves me to my fate, 
Tofruidefs rage, and unavailing tears. 

Without the hope of vengeance : fay, barbarian. 
Thou vile accomplice in his crimes, where went 
The murtherer, my tyrant, my new lord, 

(For fo it feems j®gifthus has decreed) 

Where is he gone ? 

PYLADES. 

To do the wdli of heaven. 

In dutiful obedience to the gods 5 
And well woiFd it become the royal ttidd 
To follow his example; fate ofttimes 
Deceives the hearts of men, diredis in fecfet. 

And guides their wand’ringftepsthrough pathsunkuiown; 
Ofiimes it finks us in the deep abyfs 
Of misVy, and then raifes us to joy 
Binds us 10 chains, or lifts us to a throne, 

And gives us life midft horrors, tombs, and death. 
Complain no more, but yield to thy new forrows ; 

Be patient, and be happy ; . fare tlree well. 

SCENE 
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ORESTES. 

ELECTRA, IPHISA. ' 
ELEGTRA. 

He fwells my rage to fury arid defpair : 

Thinks ]ie El] t:amely bear tbefe cruel infults ? 
Cou’d not a father's and a brothers death 
Fill up the meafure of Eleflra’s woes | 

But jfhe muft bend beneath the vile alTailin 
Of her Oreftes j be a common flave 
To ail the murth’rers of her haplefs race ? 

Thou dreadful fword, wet with Oreftes’ blood. 
Expos'd in triumph at the facred tomb, 

Thou execrable trophy, for a moment 
Thou did’ft deceive me, but thou haft infulted 
The afhes of the <Jead ; PlI make thee ferve 
A nobler purpofe : tho' ^gifthus hides 
His guilty head, and with the queen in fecret 
Plans future crimes, and meditates deftru<3:ion. 
Still we may find the murth’fer of Oreftes : 

I cannot bathe me in the blood of both 
My tyrants, but of one at leaft my foul 
Shall be reveng’d. 

IPHISA. 

I cannot blame the grief ' 
Which I partake 3 but hear me, hear the voice ^ 
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Of reafon j ev’ry. tongue fpeaks of Oreftes ; 

They fay, he lives, and the king's fears confirm It 
You faw Pammenes talking with this ftfanger 
In fecret, few his ardent zeal to ferve 
And to attend him : think'fi: thou, our heft friend,. 
Our comforter, the good old man, wou’d e'er 
Affibciate with a murth'rer ? never, never. 

He cou'd not be fo bafe*. 

ELECTRA* 

V ' He may be falfe, . 

Or weak ; old age is eafily deceiv’d : 

We are betray’d by all ; I know we are : 

Did not the cruel feranger boaft his deed ? 

Did not jEgifthus yield me up a vidim ? 

Was not Eledra made: the price of guilt, 

The murthferer’s reward? Oreittes calls me 
To join him in the tomb : ■ noxv then, my fifteiv , 

If e’er thou, lov'’dft Eledra, pity her 
In her kft moments 5 bloody they muft be. 

And terrible. .. Away ; inform thyfelf 
Touching Pammenes; fee. if the affalEn 
Be with the queen : fli‘e flatters all mj foes ; . 

She heard unmov’d the. murther of her fon, 

And feem’d, O gods ! a mother feem’d, to fhare ' 
The guilty tranfport with her favage lord. 
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O that this fword couM reach him in her arms. 

And pierce the traitor’s heart ! Fll do’t*. ' 

IPHISA., 

No more t: 

Indeed you wrong Her; for the %ht of him.. 

Offends her: be not thus precipitate 
And rafli> Eieclra ; I will, to Pammenes, 

And talk with him ; or I am much deceiv’d. 

Or by their filence they but mean to hide 
Some myffry from us : your imprudent warmth 
(Yet who wou’d not forgive it in the wretched 
Perhaps alarms them, . and they woii’d conceal . 

From you their purpofe 5 what it is, I know not 
Pammenes feems to fiiun you, let me go 
And fpeak to him 5- but do not, my .Eledira^. 

Hazard a deedthou wilt too late, repent of. . 

SCENE IV. 

ELECTRA. 

The fubtle tyrants have gain’d o’er Pammenes 5 . 

Old age is weak and fearful : what can faith , 

Or friendfliip do againll the hand of pow’r ? . , 

Henceforth Eiedlra to herfelf alone 
Shall truft her vengeance : ’tis enough : thefe hands, 
Arm’d with defpair, fhall aS with double vigour. 

^ . Arife ■ 
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Arife ye furieSj le^ve yoiii* dark abode 
For feats more guilty, and another hell,.. 

Open your dreary caverns, and receive 
Your vidlims ; bring your flaming torches here,. 
Daughters of vengeance, arm yourfelves and me ; 
Approach, with death and terror in your train 5. 
©reftes, Agamemnon,, and EleiSlra 
Invoke your aid : and lo ! they come, I fee 
Their glitthing fwords, and unappafFd behold them | 
They are not half fo dreadful as iEgifthus ; 

The muith’rer comes ; and fee, they throng around 
him ; 

Hell points, him out, and yields him to my vengeance* 
...S C'E N E, V., 

E Efe''0'T It A, at .the bottom .of the Hage* 
ORESTES, on the.otlier fide at a diflance from her* 
ORESTES. 

Where am I ? hither they directed me 
O my dear country ! and thou,. fatal fpot 
That gave me birth, thou great but guilty race 
Of Tantalus, for ever ihall thy blood 
Be wretched ? horror here on ev’ry fide 
Sulrrounds me : wherefore am I puniibfd thus ? 

What have I: done f why muft Orefles fufier 

For his forefather’s crimes ? 

' - ELECTRA. 


ORESTES. 

ELECTRA. 

[Ad^ancing a little from the bottom of the Itag#* 
What powV witholds me ? 

I cannot lift my arm againft him ^ but 

I win go on, ' ■ ' ■ . • 

ORESTES. 

Mcthought I heard a roice : 

(.) my dear father^ ever-honour'M ihade. 

Much injurM AgamemBon> did’ft thou groan? 

, ELECTRA. 

Juft heavhi ! durfl: he pronounce that facred name ? 
•And fee he weeps : can fighs and penitence • , 

Find entrance here ? but what is his remorfc 
To the dire horrors that Eledira feels ! 

[ She comes forward'.. 

He is alone ; now ftrike — - die^. taitor O 
I cannot,* 

ORE&TES, 

Gods ! EleSlraj art thou heroj 
Furious and trembling ? 

I 

ELECTRA. 

Sure thou art fome god 

Who thus iHinerv’ft me : thou haft llain my brother ^ 
I woii’d have ta"en thy life for^t> but the fword 
Btopp^d from my hand ; thy genius hath prevaird ; 

I yield to thee, and mufl: betray my brother^ , 

;'ORESTE?.' 


ORESTES* 

ORESTES. 

Betray him, no ! O why atn I reftraind ? — « 
ELECTRA. 

At fight of thee my refolution dies. 

And all is chang’d : coud it be thou who iiird 
My foul wdtli terror r 

ORESTES, 

O I wou’d repay 

Thy precious tears with hazard of my life* 
ELECTRA. 

Methought I heard thee fpeak of Agamemnon^ 

O gentle youth, deceive me not, but fpeak : 

For I had,, well t^igh done a defperate deed | 

O (hew me all the guilt of it ! explain 
The myft’ryj tell me who thou art* 

ORESTES. 

O filler 

Of dear Oreftes, fly from me, avoid me*. 

ELECTRA. 

But wherefore ! fpeak*. 

ORESTES., 

No more — I am, — ^ take heed 
They fee us not togetheiu 

‘ ' ' ELECTRA. 
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ORESTES. 

ELECTRA. 

Gracious heav’n ! 

Thou filf 11 my heart with terror and with joy. 

ORESTES. 

O if thou lov'ft thy brother 

ELECTRA. 

Love him ! yes ; 

And O in thee I hear a father^s voiccj 
And fee liis features 5 nature hath unveird 
The myft’ry : O be kind and fpeak for her* 

Do not deny it 5 fay thou art my brother : - 
Thou art, I know thou art — my dear Orcftes ^ 

How cou’d a fifter feek thy precious life ? 

ORESTES. , [Embracing her* 

Heav’n threats in vain, and nature will prevail : 
Eledtra is more powerful than the gods,. 

ELECTRA. 

The gods have giv’n a fifter to thy Vows*. 

And doft thou fear their wrath ? 

aRESTES., 

Their cruel orders 

Woii''d have depriv’d me of my dear Eledra, 

And may perhaps chaftife a brother’s weaknefs. 

ELECTRA.* 


. 94 - 


O-' R- ' E S T. E S; 

EXECTRA, 

Thy weaknefs there was virtue ; O rejoice 

With me, Oreft-es y wherefore woudft thou^-i-force im: 

To that rafh act ? it might have cofi thee dear« 

. ORESTES. 

IVe broke my facred promife. 

EI.ECTRA. 

'T was thy duty. 
ORESTES. 

A fecret trusfted to me by the gods,, 

EXECTRA, 

I drew it from dice 5 I extorted it ^ 

Mine be the guilt 5 an oath more facred far 
Binds me to vengeamce what'hail thou to fear ?: - 

■■ores-Te's; ' ■ 

■ My deftn>y>\the orax^Iesj,- th€ blood: 

From whence I fprtmg. 

.EXEGTRA, 

That blood henceforth fcall Sow 
jtn purer flreams i hafte the% ^nd join with me 
To fcourge the guilty 5 oracles and gods 
Are all propitious to our great defign^ 

And' the ftmepow’r that fav'd.will guide Oreftes, 

■ ■ S c'e N E: 


O R E S T -E' S. 
SCENE- VI. 



ELECTRA, ORESTES, PTEADES, PAMMENES, 
ELECTRAv 

Rejoice wiih me, my friends, for I have found 
My dear Orelies. 

■ Py L ABES. -tToOmihs. 
Haft thou then reveal’d 
The dang Vous fecret ? Coud’ft thou think-— • 

ORESTES. 

' If heav’ii 

Expe<9:s obedience, it muft give us laws 
We can obey. ‘ 

ELECTRA. 

Can’ft thoLi reproach him thus 
Only for making poor Eledtra happy ? 

Woud’ft thou adopt the cruel fentiments 
Of perfecuting foes, and hide Oreftes 
From my embraces ? what unjuft decree,’ 

What harfh commands-^ 

PYLADBS. 

I Tncznt to fare him for the^ . * 
That he might live, and,, be thy great avenger. 

PAMMENEsl ; 

Princefsj thou know’ft, in this detefted place 
They watch thee nearly j evVy figh is heard. 

And ev’ry motion carefully obferv’d : 

Thofe, 



! 
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Thofe private friends, whofe humble ftate eludes 
The tyrants fearch, adore this noble youth, 
i\nd wouM have fervid him ; ev ry thing’s prepar’d | ' 
But thy imprudence now will hazard all* 

ELECTEA. 

Did not ^gifihus give me to a hand. 

Stain’d, as he thought, with my Oreftes’ blood i 

[To Ore{ies» 

Thou art my mafter ; I am bound to ferve tliefe ; 

I will obey the tyrant 5 his commands, , 

For once, are w'elcome, and the profpect brightens 
On evVy fide. 

PAMMENES. 

It may be clouded foon, 
jEgifthus Is alarm’d, and we have caufe 
To tremble; if he but fufpe£l:s us, death 
Muft be our portion,, therefore let us part. 

■ PYXADES.. . [ToPammencs: 
Hence, good Pammenes, bring our friends together, 
The hours are precious 5 hafte and finlfh foon 
Thy noble work ; ’tis time we fliou’d appear. 

And — like ourfeives. . 

. S C E -N E 


9 ? 


OR E S T E S. 
SCENE VIL 

-MGlSrms, CLYTEMN JESTRA, ELSCTR A, ORESTES, 
PYLADES, Guards* 

A5GISTHUS* 

Slaves, execute your olSce, 

A ad bear thcfe traitors to the dungeon* 

ORESTES. 

Once 

There rul'd o'er Argos thofe who. better knev/ 

The rights of hofpkality. . . . 

PY-LADES. ■■ 
iEgifthus, 

What is our crime ? Inform us, and at leaf!: 

Refped this noble youth, 

■ ASGISTHUS. ■ , 

Away with them j ' Y , 

Ye ftand aghaft, as if ye fear'd to touch 
His facred perfon : hence, I lay, take heed 
Ye difobey menot : guards, drag them off* . 

EXECTRA* 

O fiay, barbarian, ftay ; for heav’n itfelf 

Pleads for their facred lives — they tear them from me, 

■ O gods 1 . 

^ G I S T H U S. 
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jegisthus. 

Eledra, tremble for thyfelf. 

Perfidious as thou art, and dread my wrath. 

S C E N E VIII. 

ELECTRA, CLYTEMN^STR A. 
ELECTfi'A. 

O hear me, if thou art a mother, hear j 
Let me recall thy former tendernefs. 

Forgive my gu^ty the fad effea 
Of unexampled forrows 5 to complain. 

Is ftill, the mournful privilege of grief : 

Pity thefe wretched ftrangers ; heav’n perhaps, 

Whofe dreadful vengeance thou fo long haft fear a. 
May for their fakes forgive thy paft. offences i 

The pardon thou beftov/’ft on them may plead 
For thee : O fave ’em, fave ’em. 

CLYTEMN.® STRA. 

Why Ihoud’ft thou 

Be thus folicitous ? .What int’reft prompts 
,;.j,ECTEA. 

Thou fee’ft, the gods protea them. 
Who fav^ them from the Ocean’s bcift rous rage. 
And brought them here : heav’n gives them to thy care. 

And 
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Aiitl will require them at thy hands-— to one^ 

0 if they knew'fl: him—but they both are wretched. 
Are we In. Argos^ or at Tauris, where 

The cruel prieftefs bids her altar’s fmoke 

With foangeFs blood ? What muft I do to.fave them ? 

Command, and I obey ; to Plilthenes 

You'd have me wedded j I fubmit, tho’ death 

W ere far more welcome 5 lead me to hiwS bed, 

CLYTEMN^STRA* 

You mean to mock us : know’ft thou not, he’s dead ? 
ELECTRA. ' ' 

.Juft heav’n ? and hath jEgifthus Joft a ion ? 

CLYTEMbl^STRA. 

1 fee the joy that fparkles in thy eyes ; . 

Tbou’rt pleas’d to bear it. ' 

• ELECTRA. 

No: I am too wretched . 
To be delighted with another’s woe: 

I pity the unhappy, nor .wou’d fhed 

The blood of innocence : O fave the ftjrangers ! • 

I afe no more. 

CLYTEMN^STRA.. 

Away : I underftand thee. 

And know thee but too well ^ thou haft confirm’d 

„Vol,IIL^ F The 


ORESTES. 


liiai 
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The king’s fufpicions, and reveal’d the fecret : 

One of thefe ftrangers is — Oreftes. 

. ELECTRA. 

Well, ■■ 

Stippofe it were ; fuppofe that gracious heav’oj 
In tender pity, had reftor’d thy fon 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

O d|‘eadful moment ! how am I to act ? 

ELECTRA, 

Is it a doubt, and can’fl: thou hefitate ? 

Thy fon ! O heaven ! think on his paft misfortunes, 
Think on his merits 5 but if ftill thy mind 
3 s doubtful, all is loft; farewell Oreftes. 

CEYTEMNu$:ST RA. 

I’m not in doubt ; I amrefolv’d 5 ev’n thou. 

With all thy fury, can’ll not change the love. 

The tendernefs I bear him ; I will guard. 

Save, and protedl him — ^he may punilh me. 

Perhaps he will j I tremble at his name ; 

No matter— -I’m a mother ftill, and love 
My children ; thou may’ft yet prcferve thy hate* 

EL EG TEA. 

No : I will fall fubraiffive at thy feet, 

And ihank tliy bounty : nowj indulgent heay’n, 

‘ "Thy 



OREST E 1 tot 

Thy mercy fiiines fuperior to thy wrath j • 

For thou haft giv^n a mother to my I'o'ws, 

Changed her refentfal heart, and fav*d Oreftes?. 

Eitd of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V, S C E N E L 
ELECTRA. 

TAM forbid to enter here 5 opprefs’d 

With fears, in vain I lift thefe hands to hcav'n : 
Iphifa comes not 5 but behold the gates 
Are open’d ; ha ! fhe’s here, I tremble. 

-SC E.N E Ih . 

ELEGTRA, IFHISA- 

ELECTEA. 

• ' Say, 

My dear Iphifa, what have I to hope. 

Will Clytemnseftra dare to be a mother ? 

Has fhe the pow’r, has ftie the will to make us 
Some poor amends for all the cruel evils 
She has inflicted on us ? Cou’d fte e’er 
But fte’s a flavc to guilt, and to ^Sgifthus ; 

F 2 I, am 
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lOZ^ 

I am prepar'd to hear the worft ; O fpeak^' 

Sajj all is paft, and we mufl: die. 

IPHISA* 

I hopcj 

And yet I fear: ^giflhus hath receiv'd 
Some dark fuggeftions, but is doubtful ftillji 
Whether Oreftes is his prishier here, 

And Clytemnaeflra never nam^d her fon : 

She feetns to feel a mother's fondnefs for hiru'^ 

And, pierc'd with anguifli;, trembles for his life : 

. She ftruggles with herfelf, and fears alike 
To fpeak or to be filent 5 ffrives to footh 
The tyrants rage, and fave them from his vengeance 
But fhouM Oreftes once be knoW|i> he dies. 

'''eTectr-a. ' ■ . 

. O cruel thought ! perhaps when I implor’d 
My barbVous mother I ’dellroy'd Oreftes 5 
Her grief will but enrage the fierce ^Egifthuss 
Nature is ever fatal here : I dread 
Her filence, and yet wou'd not have her fpeak ; 
Danger’s on evVy fide :* but fay, Iphifa, 

What hath Pammenes done ? 

, ■ . ■ ■> IPH1S A. ■ ■ 

. , - . , His feeble age' 

Seems., ftrengthi^ld- by.,^s|[brtune,. md Qm dangers 
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But breath new fplrit o’er his ardent zeal 
1 o ferine our caufe ; he animates our friends 
With double vigor ; ev^n the ifervile throng. 

That cringe around the tyrant’s throne, begin 
To murmur at the name of great Orezies : 

Vet’rans, who ferv’d beneath the father, burn 
With honefl: ardor to fupport the fon : 

Such pow’r have juflice and the facred laws 
O’er mortal minds, howe’er by vice corrupted. 

ELECTRA. ' 

O that ElecSra cou^d, erfame thcjr fouls 
With glowing virtue, breath her own fierce fpiiit 
Into their timid hearts, and auidiate „ > ^ 

Their cold refentment j wouM I had but known, 

' E’er he, arriv’d on thi^.-detefted'fhore, 

That my Oie&s liv’d I dr tfiat Paiinhlenes 
Had further urg’d 

■ S'CE N e''''iIL 

iEGISTHUS, CL.YT'E,,MN.JBf81'RA>^)BE,E€TR 
■ IPHIS.A,' GijaF%,- , -.r^ ■_ • 

iEGISTHUS. ■ ' 

' Guards, fcize that hoary traitor, 
And let him be confronted with thdfe j[|rangers , 
Whom I have doom’d to death 5 he islheir Triend, 

. . ■ r F 3 And 
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And confident^ th'accompHce in their crimes : 
How dreadful wasthe fnarc which they had laid ! 
O, Clytemnseftra, "tis the curs'd Oreftes^ 

It muft be he 5 do not deceive thyfelf. 

Do not defend him : O I fee it all, 
it is too plain : alas ! this urn contains 
The aflies of my fan : the murth'rers brought 
This fatal prefeht to his weeping father. 


CLYTEMNil^TRA. 
Xlan'fl thou believe — ~ 


ASGXSTHUS. 

I can; I muft rely 

•On the fwom hatred ^twixt th^unfaappy children 
Of Atreus and Thyeftes ; muft believe 
The time, the place, the rage of lierce EIe 6 i:r% 
Iphifa’s tears, your undeferv'd compaflion^ 

Your ill- tim'd pity for thefe bafe aflalEns 5 
Orefles lives, and I have loft my fon ; 

But I have caught him in the toils ^ whichever 
It be, for yet 1 know not, Fll be juft, 

FJI facrifice the murth'rer to my fon. 

And to his mother. 


CLYTEMNJESTKA- 
Horrid facrifice ! 


1 muft not fee k 


‘iEGISTHH 


, ^ O .R E S T E -S. 

JEGISTUVB. 

Horrible to thee ? 

■ CLYTEMNuSSTRA. 

■ O yes 5 already blood enough hath flow’d 
In this. fad fcene of ilaughter; O his time 
To end the woes of Pclops’ haplefs race : 

If after all itilioii’d not be Oreftes^^ 

Woud’il thou, on dark fafpicion’s vague report^ 
Murther the innocent ? and if it be 
Indeed my fon> my lord, I mufl: defend him^ 
Mull gain bis pardon at thyliandsa orperlili. 


iEGISTHUS. 

I cannot, dare not yield to thy requeft ; 

For thy own fake I dare not 5 thy fond pity 
May be thy ruin 5 all that melts thy heart 
To foft compaffion, lharpens mine to rage ^ 

And fierce refentment ; one of them I know 
Mull be Oreftes, therefore both fliall die^ 

I ought not ev’n to hefitate a moment : 

Guards, do your office. 

IPHISA. 

O, my lord, behold me. 

Low at your feet ; muft all our haplefs race 
Thus humbly bend, thus fupplicate in vain ? 

. F 4 EIe£lra, 
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Eledia,^ kneel with mej embrace his knees^ 

Thy pride deflroys ns* 

ELECTRA, 

'Can I ftoop fo low ? 

Shall I bring foul diTgrace on thee, my brother, 

And ignominy, and jQiame ? it fhocks my foul i 
But I will fuffer all to iave Oreftes. 

[Turning to JEglfthiis* 

If thou wilt fave him, here I promife thee, 

(Not to forget my father’s murther, that 
I never can, but) inrefpeSful filence 
To pay thee homage, ftill to live with thee 
A willing Have, let but my brother live* 

jbcIsThus. 

Thy brother dies^ and thou flbalt live a Have ^ 

My vengeance is complete ; thy pride is humbled. 

And fues in vain* 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

, ’ JEgifthus, ^tis too much, 

To trample thus on the unhappy race 
Of him who was thy mafter once j away. 

Spite of thy rage, I will defend my fon j 
Deaf as thou art to a fond fifter’s pray’rs, 

A ^motheFs may prevail : O think, my .lord. 

Think on thy happy Hate, above the reach 
, Of adverfe'fortiine nowj* Greftes ne’er 
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Can hurt thee, and Eledira bends fubmiffive 
Beneath thypow’r, Iphifa at thy feet; 

Can nothing move thee?‘ I have gone too far 
Already with thee in the paths of guilt, 

And offer’d up a dreadful facrifice, 

Think’ft thou Pll yield thee up my purefi: blood 
To ^lut thy rage ? Am I for ever doom'd 
To take a murthkous hu&and to my arms ? ■ 

At Aulis one a lovely daughter flew, 

The other threatens to deftroy my fon 
Before my eyes, clofe to his father’s tomb : : . 

0 rather let this fatal diadem. 

Hateful to Greece, and to myfelf a load 
Of mis'ry, fall with me, and be no more 
Remember'd ! O iEgifthus, well thou know’ll:, 

1 lov’d amongft my blackeft crimes, 

And fiandsthe forempft-; but I loyejny childreni! 

And will, defend them ; 'gainft thy arm uprais’d 
To flied th^ir blood, will lift my vengeful hand, 

And Haft thy purpofe ; trembIe,:.for thou know'ft me : 
The bands, are facred that, united us, ^ , 

'rhy int'reft is moft dear to Clytemn^ftra.: 

Remember ftill, Oreftes is my fon, 

And fear his mother* , . ■ ' ■ , ■ 

- V 'F 5 " ELEO.TRA. 


i0» P R E S T E S, 

ELECTRA. 

You furpafs my hopes. 

Surely a heart like thine cou^d ne’er he guilty | 

Go on, my honour’d mother^ and revenge 
Your children^ and your hufband. 

iEGISTHUS, 

Slave, thou filFft 

The meafure of thy crimes : gods f fhall iEgifthus 
With-hofd his vengeance fora woman’s cries, 

For Agamemnon’s widow, and her children ? 
Unhappy queen ! fay, whom doft thou accufe ? 
Whom doft thou plead for ? hear me and obey. 

Aw$y with them to inftant death. 

^ ■ ^vS-€|%NT. " TV. 

' iEGISTHP'S, -^pl^TEMNiESTRA/EEECTEA^ 

‘ i>yMAS. " ■ 

My lord? 
JEGISTHUS- 

Thou feem’ft diforder’d : what has happen’d ? Speak. 

■- ■ BYMA.a, 

Oreftes is difcoverr’d. 

-f ' IPHISA, 

Ha! whereishe? 

CLYTEM* 


ORESTES. m 

CLYTEMNiESTRA. 

My foul 

ELECTRA* 

My brother? 

iEGISTHUa. 

Have you punifib’d him 

As he deferve? ? , 

PYMAS. 

My lord, as yet he lives. 
JEGISTHUS. 

Aud wherefore were my orders difobey’d .? 

PYMAS. 

His friend and fellow-captive, Pylades, 

Pointed him out, and to the foldiers ihew^d 
_ Great Agamemnon''s fon 5 they feem^d much mov^d • 

I dread the confeqiience. 

JEGISTUVS. 

I mull prevent it. 

For tl^ey lhall die : who dares not to revenge me 
Shall feel my juftice : Dymas, follow me; 

Stay thou and guard hxs fillers j I defy 
The blood of Agamemnon : from the father 
Of Plifthenes, and great Thyeftes’ fim, 

What mortal, or what god, lhall fare Oreftes ? 

SCENE 


rio' 
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CLYTEMNJESTRA, ELECTRA, IPHISA. 
IPHISA. 

^ I Fear not, but follow him y Elefhra, ipeafc, 

; ; Exhort our friends, and animate their zeaL 




ELECTRA. 

[To CiyteniBscilra. 

0 in the name of powVful nature, now 
Complete-thy noble work ; condufi: us, fly ^ 

CLYTEMN^STR A. 

You muft not hence, the guards will not permit it : 
Stay here, rny children, and rely on me. 

On. a fond ^mother, and a tender wife : 

1 will perform the double talk, and take . 
preftes and jiEgifthus to my care. 

C.E NE VL 

E L E C T R A, I F H I S* A. 

IPHISA. 

Alas ! th'’ avengmg"god purfues us ffill; 

Though (he defends Orefies, ftill iEgiflhus 
Is at her heart > pWhaps the tender cries 
Of pity and remorfe ffiall nought avail ^ 

A^ainft the tyrant ; he is proud, revengeful, 

" ■ . Implacable, 
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liaiplacable, and furions ; whoAall fave 
If he condemns ? we muft fubmit, and dfe# 

: ELEGTKA. 

O that before my death I had not falFii 
So low as to intreat himj to bely 
My honeii hearty and fupplicate the tyrant ! ' 

Defpair and horror fink me to the tomb 
With infamy and flianie ;■ my vain endeavours 
To fave Oreftes but urge on his fate. , 

'Where are thefe boafted friends Pammenes tailed of^ . 
Who, with fell rancour, and determiif d hate, 
PurfuediEgifthus ? Where thofe vengeful gods 
Who hid Oreftes from my fight, ir^raisy 
His righteous arm, and promisM to fupport him ? 
Where are ye now, infernal goddefles, 

Daughters of night, ye who fo lately fliook , , , : 
Your dreadful torches here ? all nature once 
United feem’d to guard and to protedl us. 

But all deferV us now, all court u®gifihus, .. \ 

And men and gods, and beay’n and hell betray me^ .. 

■ ' s ce:n e vii - , ' • ■ 

ELECTRA, FYLADES, IP^IISA, 
ELECTRA. ■ 

What fay ’ft Pyladcs? deed is done ? 4 - 

PYLADES,. 


ORESTES, 

PYLADES* 


It2 


It is : Ele&a^s free, and heaven obeyed. 

ELECTRA. 

How? 

PYLADES. 

Yes, Oreftes reigns : he fent me hither. 


Juft gods ! 


IPHISA. 


ELECTRA, 
Oreftes ! is it poftible ! 
I faint, I die with joy. 

PYLADE$. 


Oreftes lives, 

4tnd has reveng’d the blood of innocence* 
ELECTRA. 

What wond’rous pow’r hath wrought this ftrange 
event. 

pYLABEa 

/His father’s name, Eieftra’s, and his own; 

Hus valour, and his virtue ; our misfortunes, 

Jufiice, and pity ; and the pow’r that pleads 
In human hearts for wretchednefs like thine^ 
Pammenes, by the tyrant’s order bound, 

Was led with us to death ; in weeping crouds 
The |>eople followed, and dfplor’d our %€ ; 


I 
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I faw their rage was equal to their fears. 

But the guards watch’d them clofeiy : then Oreftes 
Cry’d, ilrike, ye flaves, and facrifice the kft 
Of Argos’ kings ; ye dare not : when he fpoke. 

On his fair front fuch native majefly 
And royal luftre jDhone, we almoft thought 
Great Agamemnon’s fpirit from the tomb 
Had ris’n, ?md came once mor^ came to"bIefs man- 
kind. 

I fpoke, and friendfliip’s happy voice prevail’d 5 
The people rofe, the foldiers ftood aghaft, 

And dropp’d th’ uplifted kichions from their hands 5 . 

The croud encircled us, and defp’ratelove, 

With friendflaip join’d, fought nobly for Oreftes j ^ 
The joyful people bore him off in triumph : 

AEgifthus fiew to feize his deftin’d prey, 

And in the flave he meant to punifh, found 
A conqueror: pleas’d I faw his humbled pride ; 

His friends deferted, and his guards betray’d him *; 

Th’ infuking people triumph’d in his fall. 

P glorious day ! O all difcerning juftice 1 
.iEgifthus wears the chains that bound Grcftes 5 
The queen alone attends, protefl:s,. and faves him 
From the mad'Croud, that prefs tumultuous on. 

Big with revenge, and thirfting for his blood j 
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Whilfl Clytemji^ftra holds him in her armsj 
And fliields him from their rage^ implores Oreftes 
To fave her hufband he refpeS:s her Silly, 

F ulfills the duties of a fon and brother : 

Safe from the foe yoU' will behold him fooa 
Triumphant here,, a conquVor and a king. 

IPKISA.. 

Let us away,, to greet the iov^d OrefteSy 
And comfort our afHi<3:ed mother. 

•BLE.CTRA. ■ . • 

^Gods !' 

What unexped^ed bills ! O Py lades. 

Thou beft of friends, thou, kind proteiior,. hafle,. 

Let us begone.. 

■.PRXADES-,..'" 

' ■‘v’ ' f^To hk attendants.. 

Take hff thoife fe-ameful bonds ; '■ 

• ' ■ ■ . " ' ' [They take off her chains. 

Fall from her hands,, ye chains, for they were mad.e 
,.To wWdafeeptre. ' ' 

■ ^ .-.SCENE VIIL 

- ' BLE(?jKA^IPHISA, PYLADES, PAMIViENES, 

. EXECTKA. 

OPammenes^ where, 

i, 

Whereas my Orefes, my deliverer ?. 

Why. comes he not f 

'■f lnf' '« > *. 


PAMMENE5. 



O R E S T E S. 

PAMMEHBS. 

This is a dreadful moment^ 
And full of terror^ for his father’s fplrit 
Demands a facrifice, and juitice waits 
To pay it, fo hath heav’n decreed : this tomb 
Muft be the altar v/here the yiiftim’s blood , 

Shall foon be feed ; that facred duty done. 

He will attend thee ; but thou muft not fee 
A fight fo terrible : thou knowhl the laws 
Of Argos fufFer not thy fpotlefs hands 
To join with his e'er the appointed time. 

IFHISA. 

But fay, Pammenes, what of Clytemnseilra, 
How ads fee in this dreadful crifis ? 

FAMMBNES, 

She deprecates the wrath of fierce Oreftes, 

And ftrives tofave jEgifthus^ kneels for pardon 
And craves that boon fee never will obtain : 
Meantime the furies;, deaf to her intreaties. 

And thirfting for the cruel murdi’rer’s biood^ 
'Throng round Oreftes, and demand his life* 

IPHISA. 

O may this day of terror be a day 
Of pardon and forgivenefs j, may it finife. 


i 'i'i, 
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ii6 ORESTES. 

The cruel woes of our unhappy face ! 

Hark, Fylades, Eleflra, heard ye not 
A dreadful groan? 

ELECTRA. 
f My mother’s fure. 

PAMMENES. 

’Tisfije. 

CLYTEMN^STRA. {Behind the fcenej, 
O fpare me ! 

IPHISA. 

Heav’n ! 

CLYTEMN^STRA. [Behind the feesM, 
My fon ! 

ELECTRA. 

He kills *®giflhus» 
P hear her not, Orefles, but go on. 

Revenge, revenge, dSfibJve the horrid de. 

And facrifice the munh’rer in her arms t 
Strike deep. 

CLYTEMN^STRA. 

Myfcrt! O, thou haft flain thy mother* 
PYLADES. 

O cruel fate ! 

IPHISA. 

O guilt 1 

ELECTRA. 

O wretched brother f 

Crimes ptmifii crimes i for ever be this day 

L^ented by us ! 

SCENE 


ORESTES. 1 X 7 

SCENE IX- 

To them ORESTES. 

ORESTES. 

Open wide, : thou earths 
And fwallow me : O Clytemnaeftra, Atreus^^ 

And Tantalus, I come, I follow you 
To Erebus, a part’ner in your crimes. 

To fliare your tortures. . 

EEECTEA- 
O what haft thou done ? 

ORESTES. 

She ftrove to fave him, and I fmote them 
I can no more~<^~ 


ELECTRA. 

She fell then by thy hand ! 
O dreadful ftrokel and coud’ftthoii~-^~ 


ORESTES. 


’Twasnotljr 


^Twasnot Oreftes ; feme tnalignant powV 
Guided my hand, the hateful inftrument 
Of heav’ns eternal wrath ; Oreftes lives 
But to be wretched : banlfh’d from my country, 
When my dear father fell, my mother flain. 

And by my liand ; an exile from the world, 

■ Bereft 
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Bereft of parents^ counffyj fortune, friends. 

Now niuff: I wander : ali is loft to me : 

O thou bright orb, thou ever glorious fun. 

Shocked at our crimes, and Atreus^s horrid fcaft, 
Thou didft withdraw^-thy. bfeam?, sliidyet thou ilim’ft 
On me ! O wherefore in eternal night ■ ^ 

Doft thou not bury all ? O tyrant gods, ■ 

Merciiefs pow’rs, who purrifh’d me for guilt 
Yourfeives commanded, O for what new crime 
Am I refeiv^d ? fpeak^ye pronounce the name 
Of Tauris, there Hi feek the murth Vous pricftefs, 
Who offers blood alone to th*angry gods. 

To gods kfs cruel, left unjuft than you* 

: '...ELECTILA.' 

Stay, and conjure tBeW jpfttee and their haCc« 

Wherekr the gods may lead, thy Pylades 
Shall follow ftiU, and friendfliip triumph okr 
The woes of mortals, and the wrath of heave'll. 

En 0 of the Fifth and lafl: Act* 
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THE 

EDI T ^ O R>s ' 

PREFACE 

To the Edition printed in 1757- 

I T is pretty extraordinaryj that this’ comedly fiiou^d 
never yet have made its appearance in prints as it 
is now almoft two years fmee it was firft playM, and 
ran about thirty nights : as the author of it was not 
known, it has hitherto been attributed to feveral per- 
fons of the firfl: character; but it was indilputably 
written by Mr* de Voltaire^ though the ftile of the 
Henriade and llzira are fo extremely different from 
the ftile of this, that we cannot eafily coiKreive them 
to be the produil of the fame pen, 

■ ■ In 




In his name we have here prefented it to the public^ 
firft eomedy ever written in^ verfes confifling 
of five feet 5 a novelty which may perhaps induce 
other authors to make ufc of this meafure : it will at 
leaft be produdlive of variety on the French theatre, and 
whoever gives us new pleafures, has always a right to a 
favourable reception. 

If comedy fiiou’d be an exact reprefentation of 
manners, this piece has fufEdent merit to recommend 
it : we fee in the Prodigal a mixture of the ferious and 
pleafaiit ^ the comic, and the afFeding : thus the life 
of man itfelf is always checquer’d, and fometimes even 
a fmgle incident will produce all thefe contrails* 
Nothing. more common than a family, wherein the- 


* if is aftoniiluBg that it ilioWd ever es) ter into the head of a: 
dramatic writer to put his comedies into rhyme 5 hut it is ftill 
more aftopi^ing that the ihnfibk and ingenious Voltaire lhoa\i 
adopt a cuftom fo ridiculous : the cordinirig his verfes to iive ftet,, 
h^ ceitainiy nothing hut the nw'elty to recommend it 5 they ar® 
evetj perhaps more ^ulty than i.f they had iifieen^ by the quicte' 
ris^urri of the fame fbunds to our enr. "What pleahire a French 
or a 'French audience, mif'ht ta^ke, m tbem^ we cannot' 
pretend to determine j but they arc certainly very perplexing to a 
‘tfaniliator,. who Ends it extremely difScuk 'to rMiice poetic iafc" 
guagt, and high-flown metaphors, to ealy and familiar 4iaioguf,» 
vf ithoht deiKirtmgtoo much trom the ongmah The Ehgliili reader 
will frequently, I am' afraid, meet with a ihflhefs of .flik 
comedy, which, with all the pains I have taken, it was impoflible 
tO; avoid j, add to this, that the names of Bkrcnfat^ Lifiy Marth^t^ 
&Cr found but uncouthly to us ; and to change them, was a liberty 
I thought 4 ixaaflator had no right to take, 

' father 
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father grumbles, the daughter, who is in love, 
whimpers, the fon laughs at them both, and the rela- 
tions take different parts as it happens to fuit their 
inclinations 5 we often naake a joke of that in one 
room, which we cry at in the. iiert : nay, the farric 
perfon has often laugh’d and cry’d at the fame thijig |; 
wdth in a quarter of an hour. | 

A certain lady of fafhion, being one day at the 
bedlide of her daughter, who lay dangerouily iJ], with 
all the family about her, burfl: into a Hood of tears, ^ ’ 
and cry’d out, 0 my God^ my God^ njhre me ?ny dm^'' 

I daughter^ and take all my 6thcr children : a gentleman, 

1 who had marry’d one of her daughters, came up to 

her immediately, and taking her by the ileeve, pay^ 

' madam^ fays he, do ym Include your jhis m. Jaw, ? llie 
arch drynefe with which he Ipoke thofe Words had ilicb 
; an effect on the aiHii^ed lady, that flie burfl, into a 
loud laugh, and went^ out j the company follow'd her, 
and laugh kl too ; and the - fick .perfhn, as foon as On; 
heard the caufe of their mirth, laugh’d more heartily , 
than all the reft. , : 

We don’t mean to infer from this, that every comedy 
fliou’d have fome feenes of humour and drollery, and 
others ferious and affefting : there are a great many 
good pieces where there is nothing but gaiety, others I 
/ ■ '¥ol. III. ■ G. , intirely 
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iatirely ferious ; others where they are mix’o, snl 
others where the teiider and pathetic are canw’d lo far 
to Foduce tears. Neither of thefe diiFerent fpedes 
feou’d be excluded from the ftage ; and d I was to he 
afk’d, which is the heft of them, I ftou’d lay, that 

which was beft executed. , 

It wou d perhaps be agreeable to the prefent tafte 
for re^oning, and not unfultable to this occafion, to 
examine here, wl^t kind of pleafantry that is which 
makes us laugh in a comedy. The caufe of laughter 
is one of thofe things which are eafier felt than ex- 
prefs’d - the admirable MoUere, Regnard, who is 
ibinetimcs almoft as admirable _as Mdiere. and the 
authors of feveral excellent feiiies peces, have con- 
tented themfelves with raifing this pleafing fenfation 
without explaining to us the reafons of it, or telling 

^eir fecret. ^ ^ 

I have obferv’d, with regard to the ftage, that 

violent peals of univerfal laughter feldom rife but from 
Mercury taken for Sofia-, Mencc.oKM tor 
Hs brother; Crifipnm^dmg his own will under the 
Ijame of old mafter GeronU ; VaUre talking to Harpapn 

. the beauty ofhis daughter, whilftH4Tp«.-^« imagines 

he is talking ef the beauty bf his ftrmig box; 
Pouraaugttacy when they feel his pulle, and want to 

■nrik Cl U' Pi. 
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make him pafs for a madam: in a wordj miftakes of this 
kind are generally the on|y things that excite laughter : 
Harlequin feldom raifes a fmile, except when he make^ 
feme bl..:nder ; and this accounts for the propnerj of 
the name of Bdourdj iifually given to him. 

There are a great many other ijiecies of the. comic^ 
and pleafantriesj that caufe a different fort pf entertain- 
ment^ but I never faw what, we call laughing from 
the bottom of one’s foul^ either on the ffage, or in 
company^ except in cafes nearly refembling thofe which. 
I juft now mentionki : there are feveral ridiculous 
ch^-aiters which plcafe, without csofing that immo- 
derate laughter of joy. Trt£kin ^niVadm^ for ex- 
ample, are of this kind: the Ganu^hr^ and the 
Grumbler give us inexpremblc pleafyre, but 

never caufe any barfts of laughter. 

. There are beildes other charadrers of riciictile, that 
have in them a mixture of vic«, which v/e love to fee 
well painted, though they ■ only give us a fcriaus 
pleafure : a bad man will never makes ,us laugn, be- 
caufe laughter always arifes from a gaiety of difpciitlon, . 
abfolutely incompatible with contmpt and indigna- 
tion : it is true, indeed, we laugh at Tartuffe^ but not 
at his hypGcrifyj It is at the miftake of the good old 
gentleman, who takes him for a faint ; the hypoeftiy , 
G 2 once 



once difcover’d we laugh no longer, but feel ve:y dif- 
ferent inipreiEons. 

One might eafily trace the fpring of every other 
fentiment, and fhew the caufe of gaiety, curiofity, 
intcreft, emotion, and tears, It wou’d be a proper 
employment for fome of our dramatic authors to lay 
open thefe fecret fprings, as they are the perfons who 
put them in motion ; but they are too bufy in moving 
the paffions, to find time for an examination into 
them ; they know that one fentiment is worth a 
hundred definitions, and I am too much of their 
opinion to prefix a treatife of philofophy to a dramatic 
performance; 1 fhall content myfeif with only in- 
filling a little on the neceffity we are under of having 
fomething new* If we bad never brought any thing 
into the tragic feene but the Roman grandeur, it 
wou’d have grown at leaft very difguftful ; and if our 
heroes had breath’d nothing but love and tendernefs, 
we fhou’d by this time have been heartily fick of 
them : . 

O imitatores fervum pecus f 

The works which we have feen fince the times of 
Corneille^ Molten^ Racine, ^inaut, Lulli, and le 
'Bruftr feem to me all of them to have fomething new 

and 
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and original, which has fav’d them from contempt and 
oblivion : once more therefore I repeat it, every fpecic® 
is good, blit that which tires us; we ihou’d never 
therefore fay, fuch a piece of mufic did not fucceed^ 
fuch- a picture was not agreeable, fuch a play was 
danin^d, becaufe it was of a new kind but fuch or 
fuch a thing faiFd, bccaufe it wa$ really good for 
nothing. 


DRAMATIS PERSON^. 

OU Euphemon. 

Young EuphemoN. 

Fierenfat, Prefident of Cognac, fecond fcai of 
Euphemon. 

Rondon, a Citizen of Cognac. 

Lise, Daughter of Rondon. 

Martha, Chambemaaid to Life. 

Jasisin, Valet to young Euphemon. 


Scene, Cognac, 


ACT L SCENE I. ' | 

' ' ' ?! 

■ E-U.PH',EMO,N, EONDON, , , 

EONBON. ■ ' ' ^ I 

C O M Ej come, chear up, my old melancbdljr v 
friend, how happy will it make to fee you , | 
merry again ! and merry we will be : what a pleafure 
it is to think my daughter will revise your drooping fa- fc' 

mily ! But this fame fon of our§, this mafter Fiefeiifet, | 

feems to me to behave ftrangeiy in the alFair. 

EUPEEMON, J 

How fo ! ^ t 

G4 ^ ROND O' A* I 

. fi 

f 

' • i 
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RONDON. 

PufF'd up with his Prefidentfhip, he makes love by 
weight and meafure: a young fellow putting on the 
grey-beardj and dictating to us like a CatOj in my 
opinion, a mighty ridiculous animal 5 I wou’d prefer 
a fool to a coxcomb at any time j in fliort, brother, he 
is too proud, and felf-fufiicicnt, 

FUPHEMON, 

And let me tell you, brother, you are a little too 
hafty* 

ROMDON, 

I caiFthelp it 5 his my nature : I love truth, I love 
to hear it, and Hove to fpeak it : I love now and then 
to reprove my fon-in-lav/, to rate him for his coxco-. 
ndai pedantic airs : to be fare, you ^£ted like a wifefa- 
ther, to turn your eldefl: fon out of doors ; that game-* 
iler, that wild rake-helly profligate, to make room 
for this prudent younger brother; to place all your 
hopes on this promifing youth, and buy a prefident* 
fhip for him, O ’twas a wife act no doubt : but the 
moment he became Mr, Prefident, by my troth, he 
fluff’d up wdth vanity and impertinence ; he goes 
like clock-work, walks and talks in time, and 
fays he has a great deal more wit than I have ; who, yo^ 
itnow, brother^ have a great deal more than you : he 
,iS; 


EUPHEMON, 
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EUPHEMON. 

Nay, nay, what a Itrange humour this is ! muft 
you always be — 

RONDON. 

Well, well, no matter 5 what does it fignify? all ^ 
thefe faults are nothing when people are rich : he is, 
as 1 was going to fey, covetous, and eveiy covetous | 

man is wife : O ^tis an excellent vice for a hufband, a f 

moll delightful vice, Come, come, this very d^iy he | 

muft be my fbn'in-law; Life fhall be his; it only re- | 

mains now, my dear forrowful friend, that you make | 
over all your goods and chattels, hereditary or acquired, I 
prefent and future, to your Ion, only referving to- | 
yourfelf a moderate income : let every thing be lign^ I;: 

and fealed as foon as poflxble, that this feme young gen - | 

tleman of your*s may throw a good fortune into our , 
laps^ without which my daughter will moll certainly | 
look another way for a hufband. | 

; E.UP'HEMON, 1 

1 have promis’d you, Sir, and I will keep my word : 
yes, Fierenfat friall have every thing I am poffefs’d of :! 
the fad remainder of my unhappy life fhall glide away | 
filently in fome ;diftant retreat: btit I cannot help | 
wlfhing that one^ -for whom I defign my al!‘, was Tefs I 

eager to enjoy it ; I have feen the mad debauchery of tj 

' " ' G S. ■’ 'om 
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one fen, and now behold with concern the foul of the 
other demoted to intereft, 

KONDON. 

So much the better, man, fo much the better* 
EUPHEMON. 

O my dear friend, I was born to be an unfortunate 
father* 

RONDON. 

Let me have none of your lamentations, yourfighs, 
and your groans : what ! do you want your eldeft 
hopeful to come back, that prodigal fpendthirft, to 
fpoil all our pleafure at once, and drop in like a trouble- 
feaft on the day of marriage ? 

EXJFHEMOlir, " 

, 'No-t no.. 

&ONDON* ■ ■ ■ 

Wou’d you have him come, and fwear the houft 
dawn ? 

EUPHEMON* 

RONPON. 

Beat yoUi and run away with my daughter, with 
my dear Life ; my Life, who — — 

EUPHEMOH. 

Long; may that charming maid be preferv’d from 
fuch wicked fellows ! 

■ RONDON. 
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RONDON, 

Do you wantliira to come again to plunder his fa-^ 
ther ? Do you want to give him your efiate ? 

EUPHEMON. 

No*: no : his brother fliall have it all, 

RONDON. 

Ay ! or my daughter will have none of him, 
EUPHEMON, 

To day he flrall have Life, and all my fortujtie : his 
brotlier will have nothing of me but the anger of a fa- 
ther, whom he hath grievoufly injured : . he has deferv'd 
my hatred ; an unnatural boy ! 

RONDON. 

Indeed you bore with him too long; the other at 
leaft has acled with diferetion: butas for him> he was, 
s.profligate; my god, what a libertine! Don’t you re- 
member, ha! ha !, that was a droll trick enough^, 
when he robb’d you of your cloaths, horfes, linnen, 
and moveables, to equip his little Jourdain^ who left, 
him the very next morning. Many a. time have L 
laugh’d at. that, I own. , 

EUPHBMON. 

O ! what pleahtre can you find, in repeating niy 
misfortunes? 

RONDO'Sf. 
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IIONB.ON* 

And then his ftakbg twenty rouleau upon an ace j 
O dear ! O dear! 

EUPHEMON* 

Have done with this. 

RONDON. 

Don’t you remember, when he was to have been be- 
troth’d to my little Life, in the face of the church, 
where he liad hid himfelf, and upon whofe account 
too ? the debauch’d rogue ! 

EUPKEMON. 

Spare me the remembrance, good Rondon, of thefe 
unhappy circumitances, that only fet his conduii: in 
the worft light : ami not already unfortunate enough? 
J left my otyn houfe, the place of my nativity, on 
puVpofe to remove as far as gaffible from my thoughts 
the memory of a misfortune, which, whenever it re- 
curs, diftradts me. Yotirbufinefs led you to this place ; 
we have enter’d into a connediion with and friendfhip 
for each others let me intreatyou, Rondon, make the 
propei ufe of it. You are always repeating truths of 
fome kind or others but let me tell you, truth is not 
always agreeable, 

. RONDON. 

.. Well, well, it is agreed ; ,I fay no morej I afk 
pardon ; but fure the devil was in you, when you 
. knetv his vioient temper, to make a foldier ofhim. 

EUPHEMO.N. 


f 
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EUPHEMON. 

Again ! 

RONBON. 

Forgive me^ but really you ought — ' — f 

EUPHEMOR I 

I know it ; I know 1 ought to forget every thing f 
but my youngeft fon^ and his marriage : but tell me* | 
fincerely, Rondon, think you he has been able to ! 

gain your daughter's heart I | 

I 

RONBON. t 

0 no doubt of it ; my girl is a girl of honour, and | 

will be obedient to her father : if I tell her flue mufl: fall | 
in love, her little docile heart, which I can turn and 1 
wind juft as rpleafe, fells in love immediately, with- I 
out any arguing about the matter: I know how ta 
manage her,, 1 warrant you* ; , ^ | 

EUPHEMOlSr. . : ' j 

1 have notwithfiandrng fome doubts about her f' 
obedience in this affair, and am greatly tniftaken if fee , | 
anfwers your expeQation : my eldefl: fon had a place ki | 
her affeSions: I know how ftnmg fee firft nnpref* | 
fions of love are upon a tender heart die/ are not | 
worn out in a day 5 indeed, my friend, they are not. I 

RONDOm 
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ROND OR 
Nonfenfej nonfenfe. 

EUPHEMOR 
Say what you pleafe, that wild fellow knew how to 
be agreeable. 

. ROND OR 

Not he indeed : he was nobody : a poor creature : 
no ; never you fear that : after his behaviour to. 
you, I hade my daughter never to think of him any 
more ; therefore fet your heart at reft. XVhen I fay 
no, who fhall dare to fay, yes ? But you Chall fee, 
here ihe comes. 

SCENE IL. 

EDPHEMON, RONDON, LISE, MARTHA. 
.RaNDOR 

Coine hither, my dear: this day, my dear, is a. 
grand holiday for you. Pm fure ; for this day I intend 
to give you a huiband : now tell me, my little Life, be 
he old . or young, handfome or ugly, grave or gay, 
xifh or poor, fhail not you have the ftrongeft defire to 
pfleafe him? have not you already an mcliiiation for 
? are not you in love with him ? 

/■ ■ .LISE. 

RONDOR 

fflow, gipfy — 


EUPHEMON, 
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EXJPHEMON, 

O ho ! my liege ; why your power is a Httfe on the 
decline* What is become of your defpotic authority ! 

. RONDON. 

Ha ! how is this ! what) after all I faid to you^ 
have you no paffion for your future hulband ? no in- 
clination ? no — 

LISE. . 

None in the leaft, fir# 

RONDON# . 

Don’t you know your duty obliges you to give him 
your whole heart ? 

, LISE. 

No) fir ; I tell yoU). no. I Icnowj fir, how far a 
heart) obedient to the difetes of virtue, is oblig’d by 
the folemn tie of marriage. I know, fir, it is a wife’s 
duty to makeherfelf as amiable as poffible, ahd to en- 
deavour to deferve a huftand’s tenderncfs 5: to make 
amends by goodnefs for what £he wants in beauty ^ 
abroad to be difcreet, and prudent 5 at home, affable> 
and agreeable ^ but, as for love, ’ds quite another 
thing: it will mot endure flavery; inclination C4ii 
never be forc’d, therefore never attempt it: to my 
hufbandl fliall yield up every thing — but mylieart> 
and that he muft deferve before he can poilefs it: dO'** 
pend upon it, that heart will never be taught to lovei 
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by the command of a father ; no, nor be argued into 
it by reafon, nor frighten’d into it by a lawyer. 
euphemon. 

In my opinion, the girl talks fenfibly, and I approve 
the juftice of her argument: myfon, I hope, will en- 
deavour to make himfelf worthy of a heart fo noble, 
and fo generous. 

Hold your tongue, you old doting flatterer, you 
corrupter of youth ; without your encouragement, the 
girl wou’d never have thought of prating to me in 
this ridiculous manner. [To Life. 

Hark, ye, mifs, I have provided you a hufoand, 
perhaps he may have a little of the coxcomb, and take 
Upon him father too, much j but it is mybufmefs to 
c-bifea my fon-in-law, and yours to take him, fuch as 
He is : to love' one another as well as you can, and 
obey me in every thing, that’s all you have to do : and 
SOW, brother, let us go fign and feal with my fcnve- 
^f, who will give us a hundred words where four 
wou’d be fufficient: come, let us away, and rattle 
the old brawler ; then will I come back, and fhold piy 
fon, and your daughter, andyourfelf. 

EUPHEMON. 
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EUPHEMON. 

Mighty well, fir : come along. 

S C E N E, .III. 

LISE, MARTHA. 

, MARTHA. 

My god ! what an odd mixture it is ! how ftrangely 
the old gentleman j umbles his ideas together ! ; ' 

LISE. 

lam his daughter ftill j and his odd humours, after r , 
all, don't alter the goodneis of his heart. Under thi$ 
violence of paffion, and air of refentraent, hehas iiill \ ^ 
the foul of a father | nay, fometimes, even in the mjd’ft | ; 
of his freaks, and whilft he .is fcolding me, he will 
take my advice : to be fure, when he finds fault with ! ■ 

the hufband he has provided for me, and tells me of th« i : 

hazard I run in fuch a marriage, he is but too mtKh j ; 

in the right : but when, at the fame time, he lays his i ; 

commands on me to love him, then Indeed he is mdft | ■ 

miferably wrong. * I ■ 

.MARTHA.' J';; 

How is it poflible you flaou’d ever love this Moxd* j 
Fierenfet ? Vi fooner marry an old foldier, that {wears, | 
gets drunk, beats his wife, and yet loves her, than a I 
©oxcomb of the long robe, fond of nobody but himfelf * | 

who> I 

I 
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Tvhp, with a grave tone and pedantic air, talks to his 
wife as if he was examining her in a court of juftice ;^a 
peacock that’s always looking at his own tad, who 

bridles under his hand, and admires himfelf; awretch 
who has even more covetoufnefs thanpride, and makes 
love to you as he counts out his money. 


LISE. 

Thou haft painted him to thelife;hutwhatcanIdo? 

I muft fubmit to this marriage : we are not the difpo^ 
fere of our own fate: my parents, my fortune, my age, 
# oonlpim to force me into the bonds of wedlock.. 
This Fierenfet, in fpite of my dillike of him, is the 
only man be® who can he my huihand : he is the £on 

of my fether’a foend, and I can’t pofibly lhake him oft. 

! how few hearts aye brow’d according to our 
own indinations ! I muft yield; time and patience 
perhaps mt^r conquef my difguft of him ; I may recon- 
cile myfelf to the, yi>ke, andcome atlafttopafs over 

Ids faults as I do my own. 

MARTHA. 

Mighty well refolv’d indeed, my beautiful and dif- 
ereet miftrefs; but your heart, I am afraid, is not 
quite fo open - O if I dar’d - but you have forbad 

niy €V6r “** 

T.tSE. 



T H E 


PRODIGAL. 141 

LiSE. 

Whom? 

MARTHA. 

Euphemon — who, fpite of all his vices, I knows 
had once an int’reft in your heart | who lovMyou. 

LISE. 

O never, never: mention no more a name which I 
4etefi:. 

MARTHA. [Going of. 

Well, well, I fay no more about him. 

LISE, [FttHing her back* 

It is true, his youth did for a little time betray me 
into a tendenaefs for him 5 but he form’d to make k 
virtuous woman happy ? 

MARTHA. . [Goingw 

A dangerous fool indeed, madam. 

LISE. [PnIHng her back, 

He met with too many corrupters to lead Kim aftray^ 
unhappy youth ! he took his round of pleafures,. but 
knew little, I believe, of love. 

MARTHA, 

And yet there was a time when you feem’d to think 
you had caught him in the toils, 




Ltsti 
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LISE, 

If he had really lov’d, it might have reform’d him ^ 
for, believe me, a real paffion without difguife, is the 
beft curb on vice i and he who feels it, either is a wor- 
thy man, or fooxi will be fo : but Euphemon defpis’d 
his miftrefs, left love and tendernefs for folly and de- 
bauchery. Thofe worthlefs villains, who pretended 
to be his friends, and drew him into the fnaio, after 
having exaufted all his mother’s fortune, robb’d his un- 
happy father, and laid it upon him : to complete his 
mifery, thofe vile feducers took him away from his fa- 
ther’s protection, and fnatch’d him from me s hid him 
for ever from thele eyes, which, bath’d in tears, ftill 
lament his vices and his charms. I think no more 
about him. 

. MARTHA. 

His brother, it feems, fucceeds to his fortunes, and 
is to marry you i more’s the pity, I fay : t’other had a 
fine face, fair hair, a good .leg, danc’d well, fang 
Well, iji fhort, was born for love. 

LISE. 

What are you talking of ? 

.MARTHA. 

Even In the mid’ft of all his freaks and follies, all hisi 
ftrange conduCt, one might fee a fund of honour in his 
Ihw. 


LISE. 


m 
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lise; 

There was j he feem’d form’d for virtue* 
MARTHA. 

Don’t thinks madams I mean to flatter him : but to 
do him juflice, he v/as not means not ferviie; x:io 
railer^ no fharper, no iiar. 

LISE. 

No : but 

MARTHA. 

Away : here comes his brother. 
LISE, 

Naj : we muft ftay now, it is too kte to get oIR 
SCENE IF* 

IlSL, MARTHA, FIERENFAT the PrcfiJcnt. 

FIERENFAT, 

Tobeftire, madam, this augmentation of fortune muft 
make the match more agreeable : increafe of riches i$ in- 
creafeof happinefs, and, as I may.fay, the very foul 'of 
houfe-keeping : fortune, honour, and dignity, will notbe 
wanting to the wife of Monf Ficrenfat, At Cognac^ 
madam, you will have the preceder.cy of the iirft ladks 
of the Beau-mohde : let me tell you, madam, nollttle 
fatisfadiicn : you will hear them whifpring as you go 
along, there file goes, madame la Frcfidente : really^., 

madam3E> 
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madam, when I refleft upon my rank, my riches, the 
privileges of my high office, and all the good qualities 
I poflefs, altogether with my right of elderfhip, which 
will be made over to me, I affure you, madam, I pay 
you no Tmall compliment. 

MARTHA. 

Now, for my part, I am of another opinion alv^ays 
to be talking of your quality, your rank, and your 
riches, is extremely ridiculous : a Midas and Narciffus 
at once, blown up wdth pride, and contraded with 
. avarice ; always looking at yourfelf and your money ; 
a Petit-maitre with a band on 5 the moft unnatural 
of all human creatures : a young coxcomb may pais 
but a young mifer is — a monfter. 

\ ' fierenfat; 

I believe, rweet-heart, it is not you whom I am to 
marry , to day, but this lady j therefore, you will picafe, 
madam, to trouble your head no more about us: 
iilence wUl become you beft. 

[Turning to LTe. 

y You madam, I hope, who in an hour or two are to 
. be my wife, will, I hope, favour me, fo far as, before 
illghtj to .difmifs this hluftering body-guard of yours, 
who makes ufe of -a chamber-maid’s privilege to give a 

% ioofe 
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loofe to her impertinence ; but I wou’d have her knovir 
I am not a Prelidcnt for nothing, and may, perhaps, 
lock her up for her own good, 

MAKTHA. [To life. 

Speak to him, madam, and defend me : if he locks 
me up, he may lock you up too, for aught I know. 

LISE. [AilJc. 

I wi£h he does not indeed. 

MARTHA. 

Speak to him then, and don’t mutter. * 

LISE. 

What can - 1 fay to him ? 

MARTHA,' 

Abufe him, 

LISE. 

No : ril reafon with him. 

MARTHA, 

That will never do, take my word for it j t’other’s 
the better way. 

SCEN-E vi: , 

RONDON to LISE, kc. 

RONDON. 

Upon my v/ord, a pleafant affair this, 
FIERENFAT. 

What’s the matter ? 

' RONDON, 
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EONDON. 

You fliall hear. As 1 was tramping to your old 
gentleman with the parchments^ I met him at the 
foot of this rock, talking with a traveller who had juli 
lit out of a coach. 

Ll$E. 

A young traveller ? 

RONDON. 

No: a toothlefs oM fellow leaning on a crutch. I 
obferv'd them rubbing their grey beards againft each 
other for fome time, jfhrugging up they humpbacks, and 
fighingmofi: piteoiiflyj then they turn’d up the whites of 
their eyes, and fell oYnivcIing together : at laft Euphe- 
mon, with a crabbed face, told me, he had met with a 
great calamity, that at leaft hemuft have time to weep 
beforehe cou’d fign the articles, and at that time couM 

not talk to any body. 

FI ERE N FAT. 

Oil muft go myfelf and coijifort him : you know 
I can manage him as I pleafej bchdes, the affair is 
really my own concern ; bat as foon as he fees me ^rith 
the contra< 9 : in my hand, he will fign immcdiiitcly . 

^ Tigie is precious, and my new right of eldcrfhip a 
^matter of importance. 

LISE. 

There is no hurry, fir, you need not be fo impa- 
tient. 

'■ RON D ON. 
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KONDON. 

But I fay he fliall be in a hurry : all this is your 
doings madam. 


H0W5 fir ! mine ! 


LISE. 


KONDON. 

Yes, your’s, madam. All the crofies and difoy)- 
pointments that make families unhappy, come fifirn 
lindutiful daughters* 

USE. 

What have I done, fir, to difoblige you ? 

RONBON. 

What have you- done ! turn’ d every thing topfy- 
tiirvy ; put us all in confufion: but Til let thefe two 
Wife-acres lay their heads together a little, and then 
marry you off in fpite of their teeth 5 in fpite of your- 
fdf too, if you provoke me. 

'..End of the First Act. 


ACT IL 


S CT.NE', L 


LISE, MARTHA.' / 

MAB'THA. - 

I 4 E E this matrimony frightens you a little : this 
noife and baffle of preparation has fomething 
terrible in. it. 

Voi.*IIL H- LISE* 
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LISE. 

To fay the truth, fo it has ; and the more I think 
on the weight of this yoke, the more this heart of mine 
trembles at it. Marriage, in my opinion, is the 
greateft good, or the greateft evil ; there is no fuch 
thing as a medium in it : where hearts are united, 
where harmony of fenti.ment, tafie and humour 
ftrengthcn the bonds of nature, where love forms the 
tie, and honour gives a fanaion to it, it is furely the hap^ 
pieftfl-ate which mortals can enjoy. What pleafure mufi 
it be to own our paffion publickly, to bear the name 
of the dear beloved objea of our wiihes ! your houfe, 
yourfervants, your Hverjs every thing carrying with 
i fome pleafmg remembrance of the man we love ; and 
then to fee our children, thofe dear pledges of mutual, 
affedion, that form, as it were, another union : O ! 
fuch a marriage is a heaven upon earth : but to make a 
vile ccrntrad, to fdl our name, our fortune, and oUr 
liberty, and fubmit them to the will of an arbitrary 
tyrant, and be only his firft Have, an upper fervant m 
Ws family; to be eternally jarring, or running away 
from one another, the day without joy, and the night 
without love ; to be always afraid of doing whai^ we 
flrou’d not do ; to give way to our own bad mclma- 
tions, or be continually oppofing them ; to be under 
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the neceifity^ either of deceiving an imperious hufband, 
or dragging out life in a languid ftate of , troubleforne 
duty and obedience^ to mutter, and fret, and pine 
away with grief and difcontent ; O fuch a marriage is 

the hell of this world. 

MAKTHA- 

The young ladies of this age have certainly, they 

fay, fome little daemon, feme familiar, to infpire 

them ! Why, what a deal of knowledge this giri has 

picked up ill fo fliort a time ! the moil expert, artful 

widow in Paris, that over comforted herfeJf with the 

' thought of having bury’d three huibands, couM net 

\ have talk’d more learnedly on this head than my young 

I miftrefs here 5 but we muft have a iitile Eckiircifiement 

I with regard to this marriage, which it feems is fo 

j mighty difguftful : you don^t approve of Monf le 

: Prefident, pray how flbou’d you like his brother ? Come, 

j unriddle the myftery tome. Has not the elder brother 

iiupplanted the younger ? Come, .who do you love, ,or 

Iwho do* you hate? Tell me the truth at once, and 

: Ifpcak honeftly.. 

. 'j LISE. 

I know nothing about it : I cannot, dare not tell 

you the caufe of my diflike. Why wou^d you fearch 

for a melancholy truth at the bottom of a heart already 

too deeply aiflided ? We can never fee ourfelves 

""J'- '■ ‘ H 2 ■ ' fo 
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in the water, whilfl: the tempeft is howling round us : 
no s iirft let the ftorm be hufli’d^ the wind calm, and 
the furface fmooth. 

'MAKTHA. 

CompariTons, madam, will, never, paft for argu- 
ment : it is eafy enough fometimes to fee the bottom 
of a heart, it’s '’clear enough : and if the paiEons*^ 
are now and then a little tempefluous, a young 
lady of uncierftanding can generally guefs from what 
corner the wind blov^^ that has raised the ftorm. She 

knows well enough 

LfSE. 

I tell yt>u, I know nothing 5 and:,! am rbfolv’d to 
ihut my eyes, and fee nothing, - i wou'd not mdfli to 
know whether I ,aiti ftilP weak enough to retain a 
palHon for a wretch whom I ought to abhor, nor wouM 
I increafe my dilguft for one roan by regretting the *' 
charms of another. No : let the falfe Eupheinoh ^^ve^ 
happy, and content, if he can be fo 5 but let him not ' 
be difinherited 5 never will I be fo cruel and inhuman 
as to make myfelf his fifter on purpofe to niin and 
deftroy him. Now you know my heart, fearch into 
it no further, unlefs you mean to tear it in pieces, ^ 


SCENE' 
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SCENE IL 

LISE, MARTHA, a SERVANT. 

SERVANT. 

Madanij the baroneft of Croupiilac waits bclowv 
LISE. 

Her vifit aftoni0i.es me. 

SERVANT. 

She is juft a:g:i'iv’d from Angculcm'^j and comes to 
pay her ref^ieils to you. 

LISE. 

Upon what occafion ? 

MARTHA. ' 

O upon your marriage^ no doubt, 

LISE.. 

The very fabjefl: I woidd wiili to avoid. Am I in 
a condition to jiften to a heap of ridiculous compli- 
mentSj, a mgifter. of comaion^place cant, and hypo- 
crify> that tires one to death 5 Vvdiere common fenfe is 
murther’d by the perpetual exercife.of talking, without 
faying any thing ? What a talk have I to go through ! 

SCENE III. 

LISE; Mad. CKOHPILLAC, MARTHA. [ 

I MARTHA, 

Here her ladyftiip comes. 

Hg LISE. 
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LISEo 

Ay, I fee her but too welL 

MARTHA. 

They fay flie wants vaftly to be marry is apt to 
be a Jit tie quarrelfome, and almoft in her -dotage, 

LISE. 

Some chairs here. Madamj you will pardon 
it— ' 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

O Madam ! 

LISE. , 

Madam ! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

L miulanij mull likewife beg— « ‘ 

Pray be feated, 

’M. de CROUPILLAC. [Sittmgdowau 
Upon my word, madam, I am quite confounded, 
and wiili, from the bottom of my foul, it was in my 
power 'to — 

LISE., 

’ Madam ! , 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Yes, madam, I heartily wifh I cou’d fteal your 
charms ; it makes me weep to fee you fo handfome. 

LISE. 
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LISE. 

PrajTj madam, be comforted. 

M. de CROlOrpiLLAC. 

■No, madam, that's ■ impoiiible. I fee, ■■ my dear, 
you may have as may hufbands as you pleafe. I had 
one too, at lead I thought fo; only one, and that's a 
melancholy confideration ; and trouble enough I had 
to get him too, and ycJft are going to rob me of him. 
There is a time, , madatn 5 , O de:a* ! how foon that time 
comes about ! when if a lover defertsus, wc lofe our 
tall, and one is quite leift alone : and let me tell you, 
madam, it is very cruel to take away all from one, 
that has little or nothing left. 

EISE. 

You mufi excufeme, madam, but I am really af- 
tonifh’d both at your vifit and your converfation:- 
■ what accident pray ha& affi<3:ed you fo ? whom have 
you k)ft, or whom have I robb'^d you of? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

My dear child, there are a great many wrinkled old 
fools, who fancy that, by the help of paint , and a few 
falfe teeth, they can flop the courfe of time and plea* 
fare, and fix wandering love j but, to my forrow, I am a 

H 4 little 
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iitile wifer : I iee too plainly that every thing is run- 
ning away, and I can^tbear it. 

LISE. 

I am ferry for it, 'madam, if it be fo t, but I can't 
pnfHbly make you young again. 

M. de CROUFIL LAC 
I I, now it 5 but I have flil! feme hopes : perhaps to 
n-flore njy Mk one to me, mighty in feme mcafure, 
give me frefli youth and beauty. 

LISE. 

What falfe one do you mean ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC 
My ungrateful, ^cruel bufband, whom I have run 
after fo longi and little worthy he is of all my care., 
llie prefident, madam. 

> ■ ■ . ■' LISE. 

: The prefident ! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Yes, madam: when Croupillac was in her bloom, 
foe woifd not have talk'd to prefidents 5 their perfons, 
their- manners, their every thing was my averfion: 
but;, as we grow old, we are not quite fo diihcult. 


LISE. 
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LISE. 

And fo^ madam — 

' M. „de .CROUFILL AC.', 

And foy madam^ in fhort, you have reduced inc to 
a flate of mifery and deipair. 

LISE. 

•* . I' 

I5 madam ? how f by what means ? I 

M. de CROUPILLAC, | 

ni tell you. I liv^dj you muft kaow^ at Angou* : 
leme^ and, as a widow, had the free difpofal of my 
perfon: there, at that very time, v»^as Fierenfat, a 
ftudent, a prefident’s ’prentice, you underftand me: 
he ogled me for a long time, and took it Into h!s head 
to be moil: villalnoufly in love with me. Viilaiiioufly, 

I fey, mofl: horrid and abcrranablej for what did lie ' 
make love to ? my money. I got fome people to write 
to the Old gentleman, who intercfted themfelves too 
far in the affair, and talk’d to him in my name : he. 
returned in an ftver, that he would — confider -of it: ■■ 
fo you fee the thing was fettled. , , f , T 

LlSf./ " ' . ■■ :f 

O yes. . . ' 1 

H 5 ■ M. d# ■ i 
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M. de CKOUPILLAa 

For my part, I had no objeSrion : his elder brother 
was at that time, fo I was inform^, engaged to you. 

LISE. ,, EAiide. 

Cruel remembrance! 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

He was :i fooHfh fellow, my dear ; but had then the 
honour to be in your good graces, 

LISE, [Sighing. 

Ha! ha! 

M, de CROUPILLAC. 

This fdly fellow, my dear, as I was telling you, 
being quite out at elbows, kick’d out of door? by his 
father, and wandering about the wide world, dead, 
perhaps, by this time, (you feem concern’d) my col- 
lege-hero, my prefldent, knowing extremely well, that 
your fortune was, upon the whole, much better than 
mine, has thought fit to laugh at my difappbintment, 
and go in queft of your fuperior — portion. But do 
you think, madam, to run in this manner from bro- 
ther to brother, and engrofs a whole family to your- 
felf? I do here moft folemnly enter my proteft agairift 
it ; I forbid the banns : Til venture my whole eftate, 
my dowry, and every thing 5 in fhort, the caufe fliall 

•be . 
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be fo managed, that you, his father, my children, all 
of us fhall be dead, before ever it is put an end to, 

LISE. 

I afllire you, madam, with the utmoft fincerity, I 
am very forry that my marriage fliould make you 
miferable ; I am fare, however, you have no rcafon 
to be angry with me ^ but I find we may make others 
jealous wdthout being happy ourfelves : look no longer, 
madam, I befeech you, with an eye of envy on my 
condition 5 he is a hufband I fhall not quarrel with 
you for. 

M. dfe CROUPILLAC 
Not quarrel for him ? ' 

'LISE.. '■ 

No: ril give him up to you with all my heart. 

..M,, de C.RO.UPILLAC, 

You have no uftc then , for bis perfon? you don’t 
.love him?; ^ , 

■ LISE. . ^ ■ 

I fee very few charms in matrimo^iy,. and none at 
all in a law fuit y and fo, madam~ . 

S C ENE.' 
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SCENE IV. 

, M de CKOUPILLAC^ LISE, RONDON. 

ROND ON. 

Soy foj daughter^ here’s fine work*, protefe^ de- 
darations, and law-fuits, enough to makes one’s hair 
rtand an end. Ouns ! fhall Rondon be talk’d to thus ? 
hut ril ferret them out, the impertinent rafcals. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Muft I fuffer more indignities! Hear me, Mr. 
Rondon , 

RONDON. 

What wou’d ypu have,, madam ? 

■ '' iM. de. -C.RO:!! PI LLAC. ' , 

Your fon-in -law, fir, is a falfe villain, a coxcomb 
of ,3 new , fpecies, a gallant, and a mifer^ a widow- 
hunter, a fellow that loves nothing but money. 

RONDON. 

He’s in the right of it. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

In my own houfe has he a thoufand times vow’d 
eternal conftancy to me. 


RONDON, 
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KONBON. 

Promifes of that kind, madam, are very feldom 
kept. ' 

M. de CKOUPILLAC. 

And then to leave me fo bafdj. 

KONDON. 

I believe I fhouM have done the fame* 

M. de CROUPILLAC* 

Bi»t I fliall talk to his father in a proper manner, ^ 

RONBON.' 

Fd rather yon wou’ci talk to him than to me. 

M. de CROUPILFAC. 

Tis a v/icked thing, fa it isj and the whole fex 
will take my part, and cry out fliame upon him* 

RONPOK. 

They car/t cry louder than yourfelf. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 
ril make the world know how they ihould treat a 
baronefs. 

RGNPON. 

Til tell, you how : iaugh at her* 


M. de 
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M. de CRQUPILLAC. 

A hi'iftand,. look ye, I muft havei and I will take 
hiini, or bis oU father, or you. 

BONBON. 

Me?- 

M. de-. CROUPILLAC;.,, . 

Yes,, yon. 

BONBON. 

I defy youv 

M. de GROXJFILBAC: 

We'll try it : 111 go to law with you., 

BONBON,. 

Ridiculous., ' 

■ SXX; N E. \r. ■■ \ 

’ E‘OjKB'0N„;FIEBEN.FAT, BIS.B. ■ 

RON DON; [To Life. 

Pray, madam, what^s the reafbn you receive fuch 
vifitors in my houfe ? you are always bringing me into 
fome fcrape or other. 

[To Fierenfat. 

And you, fir, you Mr. King of Pedants, what non- 
fenfical djsmon infpir’d you with the thought of court- 
ing a baronefs, only to laugh at and abufe Her ? A 
pretty fcheme indeed, with that fiat fiiceof your^s, to 

■ give 
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give yoitrfelf the airs of a flighty young coxcomb ; 
with that gra\^e forrowfiil countenance to play the 
gallant : it might have became the rake your brothei% 
but for you — fy 1 fy ! 

FIERENFAT. 

My dear father-in- lawj don’t be miflcd: I never 
was deflrous of this match ; I only promis’d her con- 
ditionally, and always referved to myfclf the right of 
taking a richer wnfe, if; I cou’d get one : the difinhe- 
riting my elder brother, and coming into immediate 
poffeflion of his fortune, have given me pretenfions to 
your daughter : come, come, money makes the b# 
matches. 

ROHBON. 

So it does, my boy ; there you^re in the right. 

LISE. 

Now that right I take to be quite wrong. 

RONLON. 

Pflia! pfha ! money does every thing, that’s cer- 
tain 5 let us therefore fettle the affair immediately : 
fixty good lacks full of French crowns will fet every 
thing right, in fpite of all. the Croupiliacs in the 
univerfe. How this Euphemon makes me wait ! Fm 
out of all patience 5 but let’us fign before he comes*. 

^ • .LISE. 


LISE. 


Noj fir, there I enter my caveat : I will only fub- 
mk on certain conditions* 

KONDON. 

Conditions ! impertinence ! you pretend to fay-«^ 

L I S E* 

I fay> firj what I think : can we ever take, can 
%ve enjoy that guilty happinefsj which Springs from 
another's mifery? and, youj Sir^ [to Fierenfat'] can 
you in your profperity forget that you have a bro* 
ther I ^ 

FIERENFAT. 

A brother? 'I never faw him. in my life : he was 
gone from home when I was at college^ hard at my 
Cojatius and Bartole. IVe heard indeed of his pranks 
-fince ^ and, if he ever comes back again, we know 
what we have to do, never fear that i v/e ihall fend 
him off to the gallics., 

LISE. ■' 

A brotherly and a chriftian refolution ! In the mean 
titoe you’ll confifcate his ekate; that, I fuppofe, is 
your intention : but I tell you, fir, I deteft and abhor 
the projedb. 


RONDON* 
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RONDON. 

Heigh! heigh! very fine; but come^ my dear^ the 
contraci: is drawn^ and the lawyer has ^taken care of 
all that, 

FIEREHFAT, 

Our forefathers have determined concerning this 
matter 5 confult the written law : let me fee, in Cu- 
jadus, chapter the fifth, fixth, and feventh, we read 
thus ; * Every debauch’d libertine that leaves his fa- 

ther’s houfe, or pillages the fame, fliall, ipf$ fa 
^ " be di'fpoffbfs’d of every thing, and dlfinherited as a 
^ baftard,* 

LISE, 

I know nothing about lawa or precedents, nor hare 
ever read Cujatius ^ but will- venture to pronounces, 
that they are a fet of vile unfeeling wretches, foes to 
common fenfo and without humanity, who fay, a bro- 
ther fliou’d let a brother perifh: nature and honour’ 
, have their rights to plead, that are more powerful than 
Cujatius and all your laws. 

RONBQK.. 

Come, come, lefs have none of your .codes, and 
your honour, and your nonfenfe ; but do as Fd have 

you; 
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you : what’s all this fufs about an elder brother? there 
ftou’d be money. 

LISE. 

There fliou’d be virtues hr: let him be punilh’d , 
but leave him at leaft {otnQthmg to fublift on^ the poor 
remains of an elder brother’s right : in a word^ fir^ I 
muft tell yous my hand ihall never be purchafed at the 
price of his ruin : blot out therefore that article in the 
contrail: which I abhor^ and which v/ou’d be a difgrace 
to us all : if lucrative views induced you to draw ir up 
thus, it is a fliame and a diflionour to us, and there- 
fore I defire it may be expunged. 

FIERENFAT. 

How very little woniep know of bufinefs ! 

RQNBOI^. 

What ! you want to correct two attornies at lawi 
and make a contrail: void : O lud ! O lud ! 

LISE.. 

-Why not? 

RONBON. 

You’ll never make a good houlewifei you’ll let 
tkery thing go to rack and ruin. 

. . ; ■ LISE. 
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LISE. 

At prefentj fir, I cannot boaft my knowledge of the ' 
world, or of oeconomy ; but I will maintain it, the 
love of money defiroys more families than it fupports 
and if over I have a houfe of my own, the foundation 
of it Ihali be laid on — juffice* 

KOKDOK. I 

She is light-headed j but let us humour her a little : | 
come, give him a little matter, and the bufinels will p 
be over. [' 

FIERENFAT. 

Ay> ay, well ~ I give to my brother ~ ay, I give i 
him— come along. -- 

RO'NDON, ■ ' ■ : 

Not a finglc farthing. : 

^ , S C E N E VL , ' 

. EUPHEMON, ROND.ON, LISE, FIERENFAT. ^ 
RONDON. \’'V . ' J 

' ■ ' ' ' ' i' 

O ! here comes the old gentleman. Well, .1 have" i 
bro ught my daughter to reafon | we w^ant nothing now 
but your hand to the contratl. Come, come, let*s | 

I- 

have no more delays, chear up, put on your jo- 1 

..viai'i 
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vial countenance, your wedding looks, man ; for in 
nine months time. I’ll lay my life, two thumping 
toys — come, come, let us laugh and fin g, and call 
away care: fign, my boy, fign. 

euphe'mon, 

I can’t, fin 

FIEEENFAT. 

You can’t ? 

EONBOR 

Ay, here’s another now I 

FIEEENFAT. 

For what reafon, pray? 

E ONE ON. 

What is all this madnefs? Are all the world turn’d 
hols? Every body fays, no* Why how is this? 
i;v’'hat’s the meaning of it ? 

■ , ' \ ' EUFHEMON. 

Tp: fign the contrail at a time like this, wou’d be 
^ying in the face of nature. 

EONBEN.. 

'' What ! is my lady Croup iliac at the bottom of all 

" EUPHEMON 
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EUPHEMON* 

No : flic’s a fool^ and wants to break ofF the match 
for her own fake : ’tis not from her ridiculous noife 
that my uneafmefs arifes, I affure you. 

ROnDOK. 

Whence comes it then ? DU that fellow out of the ^ 
coach put it into your head ? Are we^ indebted to hiiii 
for all this ? 

E UP HEM ON. 

What he told me muft at Icaft retard our happy 
marriage, which we were fo eager upon. 

, USE. 

What did he tell you, ftr? 

FIERENFAT. 

Ay, fir, what news did he bring? 

EUPHEMGN. 

News that fliock’d me : at Bourdeaux this man fawl 
my foil, naked, friendiefs, and in prifoil, dying with' || 
hunger ; fliame and ficknefs leading him to the grave ;| 
ficknefs. and miafortunes had blafted the flower of his« 
youth j and an obftiriate fever, that had poifoned his-v 
blood, feemed to threaten that his laft hour was not} 

^ • ft 


I 

....4 


lii); 
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far ofi; when he faw him^ he w^as then juft expiring: 
alas ! perhaps by this time he is no more^ 

KONDON. 

Then his penfton^s pay'd. 

LISE. 

Dead ? 

ROND ON* 

Don't be frighten'd, child, what is it to you ? 
FIERENFAT. 

Ha ! the blood hath forfaken her cheeks j ftie looks 
pale as death* 

' ■ ■■.RO-NDON.’ ’ 

The jade has a little too much f^nfibility 

' li' that^s the truth of it : but as he's dead, I forgive thee. 

FIERENFAT. 

||f|l But'after allj Tir, do you rhean— 

|i|jK . ' ' ' , , ■ E0P.HEM'ON.', 

;|i|! '■ 

l;|; Don't be afraid j you fliall have heri it is my defire 
1 i;'!iyou fliou'd : but to chufe a day of mourning for 
lljhliwedding-day, wou'd be highly unbecoming* How 
MWou'd tny griefs .interrupt your miith ! how 'U'ou’d 
jyour chaplets- fade 'when wetted with a father's tears ! 

' po, my font, you muft put off your happinefs, and 
L;j, ' ‘ ~ give 
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gl\^e me one day to indulge my ibrrow : joy ib ill-timed ! 
as this wou’d be an affront to decency. i 

iisi:. I 

No doubt it wou’d : for my part, I had much ra« I 

ther fliare with you in your afflidiion, than think of \ 

marriage. 'I 

, FIEKENFAT. I 

Nay, but, my dear father — - 

RON DON. 1*“ 

Why, you’re an old fool : what ! put off z wed,« i 

ding, that has been the Lord knows how long upon . ' 
the anvil, for an ungrateful young dog, who has been t 

a hundred times difmherited : a p— x on you and your : *• 

whole family ! . , : 

EUPKEMON. 

At fuch a time a father muft ftill be a father 5 his 
errors, his vices, and his crimes always made me un- ; 
happy ; and it hurts me ftill more to think, that he is | 

dead without ever repenting of them. f 

RONDON. J 

' ■■ ■ 

Well, well, well make tbatmattereafy: ha! boy, , 
let us give him fome grand- fons to make him amends t 

■ . come^ "'I 
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come, come, fign, and let’s have a dance : whatnon- 
fenfethisis! 

EUPHEMON. 

But, fir — 

RONDOK. 

gut— Cons ! this makes me mad : to be forry for ’ 
the luckiefl: accident that cou’d happen, ridiculous ! 
Sorrow is good for nothing at the bell ; but to whim- 
per and whine, becaufe you have got rid of a burthen, 
intolerable abfurdity ! This eldeft fon. this fcourge of 
your’s, to my knowledge, two or three times had like 
to have broke your heart ; fooner or later he wou’d 
have brought you to the grave: therefore prithee, 
man, take my advice^ and make yourfeif cafyi the 
lofs of fuch a fon is the greatefi gain. 

' , EUPHEMON. 

True, my friend i but it is a gain that cofts me 
more than you think: alas! I lament that he died, 
and I lament that ever he was born. 

RON DON. [ToPicrenfat. 

Away, follow the old‘ gentleman, and be as expe- 
ditious as you can ; the dead, you fee, has got hold 
©f the living i fo take the contradt, FIl not be hag- 
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gled with any longer ; take his hand, and make him 
fzgn. For you^ madam, [To Life] we fliall expedl 
you tonights every thing will go well, I warram 
yoiL . _ ■ ' ' 

LISE. 

Fm in the utmoft defpair. 

Ejid of the Second Act. 


ACT III. SCENE L 

EUPHEMON the Son, JASMIN. 

JASMIN. 

T HAVE ferv’d you, Sir, now two years, without 
knowing who or what you are : you were then 
my mafter ; permit me now to call you my friend : 
you are now, like myfelf, thrown upon the wide 
world, and poverty has put us on a level : you are : no 
longer the man of pleafure, the gallant and gay Eu* 
phemon, treated and carefs'd by the men, furrounded 
and courted by the women. Every fiiver you had is 
gone to the devil ; and you have nothing now to do 
but to forget you was ever worth a fhilling ; for fiirely 

VoL. IlL I tll€ 
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the moll mfupportable of all evils k the remembrance 
of hnppinefs which we no longer enjoy t for my partj 
I was always plain Jafmin^ and therefore the lefs to 
$e pitied : born as I was to fufferj I fuffer content- 
edly y to be in want of every thing is only natural to 
me; your old hat there, for inftance, and coarfe 
ragged waificoat, was my nfual garb ; and you have 
■great reafoii ter be forry that you had not always been 
as poor as myfelf. 

EUPHEMON. 

How fhaine and ignominy attend upon misfortune ! 
how melancholy a conlideration is it to refiedl, that a 
fervant fliall have it in his power to humble me ! and 
what’s worfcj I feel that he’s in the right too; he en- 
deavours to comfort me, after Ms manner ; he keeps 
me company ; and his heart, rough and unpolifh’d as 
it is, is fenfible, tender, and humane : born my equal, 
(for as a fellow creature fo he was) he tries to fiipport 
me under my affliftion, and follows my unhappy for- 
tune, whiift every friend I had, abandons me. 

JASMIN. . • ' ■ 

Friends, did you fay, fir? Pray, my good mafler,^ 
‘ who are they ? how ard thofe people made whom they 
call friends f. 

EUPHEMON. 
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EUFHEMON,^ 

You have feen them, Jafinin, coming into my 
houfe whenever they pleased, troubling me for ever 
with their importunate vifits 5 a crowd of parafites, 
who liv’d upon iiiy bounty, complimented my fine 
tafte, my elegance, my delicacy 5 borrow’d my money, 
then prais’d me before my face, and ftunif d me with 
their ridiculous flattery, 

JASMIN. 

Ay, poor devil ! you did hot hear them laughing 
at you as they went away, and making a joke of your 
fooliflr generofity, 

EUPHEMON, 

I believe it; for in the- beginning of my xnisfor- 
tunes, when I was arrefted at Bourdeaux, not one of 
chofe, On whom I had lavifhed my all, ever came near 
me, or oftVd me his purfe ; and when I got out Cck 
and friendiefs, I apply’d to one of them in this poor 
ragged condition, and almoft famiiflx’d, for a little 
charitable aiSftance to lengthen out my wretched life, 
he turn’d away his unrelenting eye, pretended even to 
know nothing of me, and turn’d me out like a com- 
mon beggar* 

I 2 '■ JASMIN. 
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JASMIN. 

Not one to comfort orfunport vou? 

euphemon. 

Not one. 

JASMIN, 

Such wretches ! friends indeed * 

eu?he:mon. 

Itlen aia made of iron. 

J AS. MIN. 

And women too. 

EUPHEMON. 

Alas ; from them I expedled more teiideniels j out 
a thoufand ciincs met even with greater inhumanity ; 
one of' them in particular*'! well remember, who 
openly avowed her paffion for ms, and feemed to take 
a pride in obliging me; and yet in tlie very lodgings, 
■ which fire had furniflied at my . expence, and with the 
money I had fquandered upon her, did fhe procure 
everyday new gallants, and treat them with my wiiie, 
whilftl wasperilhing with hunger in the ftreet: in 
fliort, Jafmin, if it had not been for the old man, 
' who pick’d me up by chance at Board eaux, and who, 
he laid, brew me when I was a child, death had by 
' ' ‘ ' this 

h. ■ . ' 
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this time put an end to my misfortunes: but know’il: 
thou, Jafniioj whereabouts vve are ? 

JASMIN. 

Near CognaCj if I am not miftaken j ' wheie^ they 
teil rnc^ .my old mafter Rondon lives. 

EUFHEMON. ' 

, Rondoii ! the fadier of— who did you fay ? 
JASMIN, 


f! 


I’ 

I 


I 


Rondorij a blunt odd fel.low: I, had the honour of j 
belonging to his kitchen oncei but being alwaj-s of ■; 
a roving dirpofition, chofe to travel; and after that . 
was an errand bojj a” lacquey^ a clerk, a foot-fo!-^ 
dicr, and a deferter ; at length in Bourdeaux you took ; 
me into your fervice. Rondon perhaps may recoiled 
me : who knows, but in our adverfity— ; 

, , ElTPHEM.ON. ? 

How long is it fince you kft hitn ? ; 


. JA.SMIN. ' ' 

About fifteen years. He was a chara^erj half plea-' * 
fant, and half furiy j but at the bottom a good honeft | 
fellow: he had a child, I remember, an only daugh« f 
ter, a peifodb jewel 5 blue eyes, fhort nofe, ffeih com* f 
1 3 plexion 
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plexion, vermilion lips ^ and then for fcnfe and un- 
derftanding, quite a miracle. . When I liv^ there, flie 
was, let me fee, about fix or feven years old, by my 
troth a fweet flower, and by this time fit to be 
gather’d. 

B-UFHEMON. 

0 mifery ! 

JASMIN. 

But why {hou’d I talk to you about her ? it can be 
of no fervice to you y I fee you are concerned, and 
the rears trickle down your cheeks : my poor mafter ! 

BUPHEMON. 

, What unhappy fate cou’d gjyiide me , to this place ! 
JASMIN.’ 

You feem in deep , contemplation, and as if the 
fight of this place .made you unhappy : you weep too* 

vE^PHEMON. 

1 have reafpn. 

■ JASMIN. . . • 

. Do you know Rondon ? Are yoia any way related 
to the family I 

EUPHEMON. 
p ! let me alone, let me alone, 

V , 'J ' 


JASMIN. 
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r*7 


• JASMIN. . [Embracmg him. 

For pity’s fake^ my dear mailer, my friend, teJI me 
who you are. 

EITPHEMON. . 

I — I am a poor unhappy wretch, a fool, a 

madman, a guilty abandon’d criminal, whom heaven 
fhou’d ponifh, and earth deteft : woif d I were dead ! 

JASMIN. 

No : we mufl live. What, die wdth famine whilft 
we can help ourfeh^es! we have cur hands at leaft, let 
us make ufe of them, and leave ofF complaining : 
look on thofe fellows yonder, who ba\^e no fortune 
but their mduftry, with their fpades in their hands, 
turning up the garden 5 let us join them: come. Work, 
man, and get your livelihood, 

EUPHEMON. 

Alasj thofe poor beings, mean as they are, atid 
approaching nearer to animal than human nature, 
even they, tafte more pieafure and fatisfadHon in their 
labours, than my falfe delicacy and idle: follies, epu’d 
ever afford me 5 they live, at leaft, free from trouble, 
and remorfe, and enjoy health of body, and peace of 
mind. ' 
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SCENE. . IL 

fvL tie GROUPILLAC, Yoinig EUPHEMON, JASMIN, 
M. de CROUP ILL AC. 

What' do I fee? or do niy eyes deceive me? the 
J Icck cn him, the more I think it muft be 
lie. {She locks ft sad fii/Uy on And yet fure it 

carmot be the fame ; it can never be that gallant 
Sqvirc of Angouleme, that play'd fo high^ aad feemy 
lobe lined with gold : it is he: l^he comes forward J\ 
but the other was rich and happy, handfome, and 
v/ell-made^ this fellow looks poor and ugly. Sick- 
iicfs will fpoll the £neft face, and poverty makes a 
fiiil more dreadful alteration. 

JA-SMIN.. 

What female apparition is this that haunts us writh 
her malignant afpedi ? 

■ ' ;; : , . ■ 'EUPHEMON. 

If I am not miftaken, I know her well enough | 
fhe has feen me in all my pomp and fpleiidor : how 
dreadful it Is to appear mean and deftitute in the eyes 
of thofe who have feen us in aiHuence and profpe- 
rity ! let us be gone. 


M..de' 



THE PRODIGAL. 179 

M. dc CROUPILLAC. [Coming up to Euphemoo. 

What ftrange accident, my dear child, hath re- 
duced thee to this pitiful plight ? 

EUPHEMON. 

My own ■ folly. 

M. de CKOUPILLAC. 

Why, what a figure doft thou make ! 

EUPHEMON. 

Ayj madam, the confequence of having good 
friends ; of being robb’d, apd plundered, 

M, de;XROUPILLAC. 

Plundered ? by whom ? how ? when ? where ? 

JASMIN. 

O, from mere goodnels of heart :*^ciir thieves w'ere 
mighty honeft creatures, perfons that figur’d in the 
beau»monde, amiable trifiers, gameilers, bottle-com- 
panions, agreeable ftory-tellers, men of wit, and 
men of beauty. 

M. de CKOUPILLAC. 

I underftand : you have fijuander’d away all 
you had in eating and drinking’: but you will think 
this nothing when you come to know the diftrefles I 
. I 5 , ■ ; have 
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have undergone, and the Ioffes I have fufferM with 
regard to matrimony* 

EUPHEMON. 

/ Your humble fervant, madam* 

M. de CKOUPILLAC. [Stopping him* 

Your fervant indeed F no, nOj^ pofitively you fkall 
ftay, and hear my misfortunes ^ you ftiall be forry for 
me. 

EUPHEMON* 

Well, well, I am forry for you ; good by to you. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Nay, now I vow and fwear you fhall hear the 
whole ftory. One Monf. Fierenfat, a lawyer by pro* 
feffion, got acquainted with me at Angouieme, about 
[S/j^ rms £i/9^r hm/J the time when you beat the 
four bailiffs, and run away : this Monf. Fierenfat, 
you muft know, lives not far from hence, with his 
father Euphemon. 

EUPHEMON* [CommigbacL 

Euphemon! 

M. de CKOUPILLAC. 

Yes. • ■ . ' • 

EUPHEMON. 

For' heaven’s fake, madam, that Euphemon mean ‘ 
you, fo celebrated for his virtues, the honour of his 
■'■'■race, cou^dhe*«— 


M. de 



T H ,E ■ P' R O D I G- A L. ' r8i 


deCKOUPILLAC 

Yes^ fir. 

EUPHEMOR 
Am! does he live here ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

' He does. 

‘euphemon. 

And may I afk you, madam, how is he? how 
does he ? 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Very well, I believe, fir: what the duce ails him? 
EUPHEMON. 

And pray, madam, what do they fay 

M. de CROUPILLAC 
Of whom, fir? 

EUPHEMOH. 

Of an eldeft fon he had formerly. 

m'. de eROUPILLAC 
O, an ill-begotten rogue, a rake, a ratfie-pate, m 
arrant fot, a madman, a fellow given up to every rice j 
bang’d, I fuppofe, by this time. 

_ EUPHEMOH.' , 

Indeed, madam but I am aiham’d of inter- 

rupting you in this manner. 
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JVl. de CROUPILLAC, 

To proceed then : this Monf. Fierenfatj as I was 
telling, you^ his younger brother^ made ftrong love to 
uie, and was to have been marry’d to me, 

EUPKEMON. ■ 

A.nd is he fo happy? have you got him? 

dc CKOUPILLAa 

No: wou’d.you think it, fir, this fool, puit ’d up 
witli the thoughts of fteppiog in to all his mad bro- 
ther’s fortime, growing rich, and wanting to be more 
' fo, breaks off this match, which would have been fo 
honourable to him,' and now wants to day hold of the 
daughter of one 'Rbhdoh, a vulgar cit, the cock of 
the,. village here.'. ’ 

;• : ^ErUFIl,EMO-R' ■ 

Gt^ing to marry her, fay you ? 

M. de CEOUPILL AC. 

And here am I moft dreadfully jealous of her* 

•EUPHEMON. ■ ' 

That beautiful cieature,- Jafmin here was juft 

nov»7 giving me a pitSure of her: wou’d flie throv/ her- 
fdf.away"—— 

jASr^I IN* 



T H E P R O D I G A L. 1% 

JASMIN. [Afide to Eupliemon* 

What are you about, fir ? this hufband is as good as 
another for her, I think : but my mafter’s a ftrange 
man, every thing afHifis him. 

BUPHEMON. [Afide, 

This is beyond all bearing. 

[Aloud to M. de Cronpillac. 

My heart, madirm, is deeply fenfible of the injury 
you have receiv’d ^ this Life fhoifd never be his, if 
I cou’d prevent it. 

M. de CROUFILXAC. 

You take it rightly, fir 5 you lament my unhappy 
fate I the poor are always compaffionate j you had 
not half the good-nature when you roll’d in money; 
but mind what I have to fay, in this life we may al- 
•ways help one another* 

JASMIN. 

Help us then, dear madam, I befeech you. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

You muft adf for me in this affair, 

EUPHEMON. ' ■ 

1, madam ! how is it poiSble for me to ferve you ? 


M.de 



i 84 the prodigal. 

M. de CROUPILLAC* 

O, a thoufand ways ! you fhall take my caufe m 
hand ; another drefs and a little finery will make you 
ftill look tolerably handfome : you have a polite infi» 
nuating addrefs,. and know how to wheedle a young 
girl : introduce yourfelf into the family, play the flat- 
terer with Flerenfat, compliment him on his riches, 
his wit, his drefs, every thing about him, get into his 
good graces, and wbilft I enter my protefl againft the 
unlawful procedure,, you will do all the reft | by this 
means I fhall at kaft gain time. 

EUPHEMON. [Seeing Ms father at a diflance. 

What d^ O heaven I 

, [Pie runs 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

Hai! hai! the fellow’s mad fure. 

JASMIN. , ,.i 

: He’s afraid of you, ma’am, that’s alL 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

A blockhead ! here, you, flop, hark ye, hark ye. 
I muft follow him. 


S C E. N E 
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SCENE IIL 
OldEUPHEMON, JASMIN* 
EUFHEMON, 

Even the 'imperfed glance I had of that -poor 
wretch^ whoever he is, has, I know not why, filfd 
my heart with anguifli and difquietude : he had a 
nobie air, and a turn of features that, fome how 0^ 
other, afFeded me : alas ! I never fee a poor creature 
of that age, but the fad image of my unhappy foa 
recurs to me 5 I have ftill a father’s tendernefs for 
him: hut he h dead, or only lives with infamy to 
difgrace me : both my children make me miferable : 
one by his vice and debauchery is my eternal punifh-^ 
ment, whllft the other abufes my indulgence, and 
knows but too well that he is the only fupport of my 
old age: life is a burthen tome, and I mull foon 

fink beneath it* Who art thou, friend ? 

[Perceiving jajfemj who bows to Mm* 

JASMIN, 

• Honour’d fir, noble and generous Euphemon, 
don’t you remember poor Jafmin, fir, who liyy^ 
with Rondom 

EUFHEMON, 

Ah, Jafmin, is it you? time alters our faces, as 
you fee by mine ; when you liv’d here I had a good 

frdh 
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frefh complexion^ was hearty, and w^ell 5 but age 
comes on, my time is almoft over : and fo, Jafmin, 
you are come back to your own country at laft ? 

JASMIN. 

Yes, fir : I grew weary of fuch a fatiguing ]ife, 
of rambling about like a wandering Jew^ fo I e’en 
came home. Happinefs is a fugitive being, lam fure 
it has been fo to me. I'he Devil took me out, I be- 
lieve, led me a long walk, and now has brought me 
back again, 

EUFH, E-MON. . 

Well, I may aiTifl: you perhaps, if you behave your* 
felf well : but who was that other poor wretch you 
were talking with, he that ran off juft now ? 

JASMIN. 

A comrade of minej a poor wretch, half-fiarv’d like 
myfelf, without .a farthing j he’s in fearch of employ* 
ment as well as I, 

ETJFHEMON. ' 

, Perhaps I may find feme for you both : is he fober, 
and fenfible r 

■ JASMIN. 

He ought to be fb : he has very good parts, I know| 
can write, and read, underftands arithmetic, draws a 
little, knows mufic j he was very well brought up* 


EU PH EM ON* 
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EUPHEMON. 

If fo, I have a place ready for him : as for ypiij 
Jafinin^ my fan fhail hire you; he is going to be 
oiarry^j to-night perhaps : as his fortune is increas’d? 
he’ll want more fervants; and one of his is going 
away tooj and yon may fiep into his place : to-night 
PlI prefent you both ; you fiiall fee him at niy neigh- 
bour Rendon’s ; I’ll talk to him there about it; fo 
fare thee well, Jafmin 5 in the mean timCj here's 
fomething for you to drink. 

S C E N E IV. , 

JASMIN alone. 

The good man ! blefliiigs on him ! Cou’d I ever 
have thought in this vile age to have met with fo good 
a heart? his air, his demeanor, his benevolent foulj 
form together a fpeaking pldlure of the integrity of 
former ages. 

S C E N E V. 

Young EUPHEMON, JASMIN. 

JASMIN. [Embracing him. 

Wei], I have got a place for you ; we are both to 
ferve Euphemon. 

BUPHEMON. 

Ay ! Euphemon ! 

; ■ . ^ JASMIN. 
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JASMIN. 

Yes, if you like it : you feem furprisM : why are 
your eyes turhM up in this maanerj as if you were 
going to be exorcis'd ? what is the meaning of thofc 
deep fighS|> that will not kt you fpeak ? 

EUPHEMpN. 

, ,Q, Jafmin^ I can no longer coiitam myfelf ; ten- 
dernefs^ pam> remorfej all.prefs upon me* 

JASMIN, . 

What ! has my lady there faid any thing to you? 
what has fixe told you ? 

<Slm. .toId.>mea'ixothingr ■ 

JASMIN. 

What's the matter then ? 

. ■ . EUPHEMON. 

/My heart will no longer fuffer me to conceal it from 
you : in flxort, that Euphemon— ~ 

JASMIN. 

, Well> what of him ? 

EUPHEMON; ■ ^ ■ ' "■ ' 

O3 ‘'he isr-?’-— my father* 

JASMIN* 
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JASMIH. 

' Your father? fir? 

EUPHEMON. 

YeSj Jafmin: lam that deleft fou, that criminalj 
that unfortunate, who has roinM his unhappy family^ 
O, how my heart flutter’d at the fight of bitn, and 
offer’d up its humble prayers ! O, .^ith what jay 
cou’d I have falFn down at his feet ! 

JASMIN. 

Thou, Euphemon’s font! forgive me^ fir, foigive 
my rude familiarity. ^ 

EUPHEMON. 

O, Jafmin, think’ft thou a heart, opprefsM as mine 
is, can be olFended ? 

JASMIN. 

You are the fon of a man whom all the world ad« 
mires j aman of a million: to fay the truth, the re- 
putation of his fon fhews to no great advantage 
when placed near his father's. 

EUPHEMON. 

^Tis that which gives me moft uneafinefs. But tell 
me, what did my father fay ? 


J ASM I'M. 



..uiLUJiiii 
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JASMIN. 

I told him, fir, we were two unfortunate youths, 
very poor, but well educated, and woifd be glad to 
fove him : he lamented our fate, and confented to 
take us. This evening he v^ill introduce you to his 
fon, the prefident, who, it feems, is to marry Life^ that 
fortunate brother, to whom my old mafer Rondon 
is to be father in-law. 

EUPHEMON. 

And now, Jafmin, I will unfold my heart to you : 
hear the hiftory of my misfortunes, and think how 
wretched I muft be, to draw upon niyfelf, by a variety 
of follies, the juft indignation of a beloved parent^ to 
be hated, defpisM, difmherited; to feel all the horrors 
of beggary and want; to fee my fortune given to my 
younger brother, and forced after all, in my ftate of 
ignominy, to ferve the very man who has robbed me of 
every thing : this is my fate, a fate I have but too 
well deferved. But wouM you believe it, Jafmin, in 
the midft of all my calamities, dead as I am to 
pleafures, and dead to every hope, hated by the world, 
'defpis^d by all, and expedling nothing, I yet dare to 
be- — ^jealous. 

JASMIN. 

^ ; .J^aloas ! of, whom ? 


EUPHE^ 



TH E PR O D I G A L, 191 

EUPHEMON,, 

Of my brother; of Life. 

JASMIN, 

Sp, you are in love with your fifter ! that^sa 
firoke worthy of you^ the only fin you had never yet 
committed. 

EUPHEMON. 

You are to knoiVa Jafmin, (for I believe you had 
then left Rondon) that we were no fooner out of ou^ 
infancy, than our parents promis’d us to each other : 
our hearts readily obey’d, and were united : the con-^ 
formi ty of our ages, our tafte, our manners,, our fi-* 
tuation, every thing confpir’d to ftrengthen the tyej 
like two young trees, we grew up together, and were 
to have join’d our branches : time, that heightkufd 
her charms, improv’d her tendernefs, and love made 
her every day more lovely: the world at that .bleft 
time might have envied me; but I was young, foolifii,, 
and blind ; link’d in with a fet of wretches, who In- 
duc’d my innocence; intoxicated with folly and ex- 
travagance, I made a merit of defpifing her pafilon for 
me, nay, even affronted her : O, I re/left on it with 
horror. The croud of vices, that rufh’d in upon me, 
carry’d me away from my father and my friends:; 
what was my fate after this I need not inform yqu*. 

Every' 
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Every thing is gone^ and heaven , which tore me from 
heij has left me nothing but a heart to punifli me* 

JASMIN. 

If fo it bcj and you really love her notwith- 
Handing all your diftrefs, M. de Croupillac’s advice 
was good, to iiifinuate yourfelf, if poffible, into Ren- 
don’s Your purfe is empty, and love perhaps 

■ Jllay find means to fill it again. 

EUPHEMON. 

CouM I ever dare to look upon her, to come in her 
' fight, after what I have done, and in this miferable 
condition ? No. I mufl: avoid a father and a miftrefs 
1 have abufed the goodnefs of them both, and know 
not (but it is too late to repent) which fcou'd hate 
me molL 

SCENE VI. ■ ■ ■ 

Young EUPHEMON, FIEEENFAT, JASMIN. 

JASMiil. 

O, here comes our wife prefi^it. 

■% 

EUPHEMON. ■ 

Is it he ? I never faw his face before } my brother, 
and my rival I 

^ 'fieren- 
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FIERENFAT, 

Come, come, this does not goamlfs. I haveprefs'd, 
and rated the old gentleman in fuch a manner, that I 
believe we flaall be able to finifli the affair in fpite of 
him* But where are thefe fellows who are to ferve 
me ? 

JASMIN. 

We are come, pieafe your honour, to offer our* ^ 
felves — — • 

FIERENFAT, 

Which of you two can read r ; 

JASMIN*. 

He, fir, 

FIERENFAT, . 

And write too, I fuppofe ? 

JASMIN. 

G yes, fir, and cypher, andcaft account. 

FIERENFAT. 

Ay, but he muff know how to talk too. 

JASMIN. 

bleb's a little modeflr, fir, and but juft recover'd 
from a fit of ficknefs. 


FIEREN. 


:the prodigal, 

EIERENFAT. 

He looks bold enough, I think, and as if he knew 
his own imerit. Well, fir, what wages do you 

expedt ? 

None, fir. 




euphemon. 
jasmin. 

O, fir, we have a moft heroic foul. 

fierenfat- 

Well, upon thofe conditions I take you into my 
0mce : come. I’ll prefent you to my wife. 

euphemon. 

Your wife, fir? 

fierenfat. 

Yes, I’m going to be raarry’d. 

euphemon. 

When,, pray? 

To-night. 


fierenfat. 
euphemon. 

O, heav’n ! pray, fir, forgive me, but are you 
deeply in love with her, fir ? 

fierenfat. 

Certainly. 

Indeed ? 

'Yes. 


euphemon. 

FIERENFAT. 


E U P H E- 


4 
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EUFHEMON, 

And are you belov’d ? 

FIERENFAT. 

I hope fo. A droll fellow^i this! You feem ex- 
tremely curious^ Sir. 

E UP HE MON. [Afuk. 

How I wifli to contradi(9: him, and punilh him. for 
his excels of happinefs ! 

F I E R E N F A T. [To Mmm* 

What does he fay? 

JASMIN. " . 

He fays^ he wiflies with all; his heart he was like 
you, form’d to pleafe. 

FIERENFAX. 

The ambition of the coxcomb ! but come, follow 
me: be diligent, fob er, prudent, careful, clew, and 
refpedifuL What, ho ! la Fleur, la Brie, you raP 
cals, where are you all ? follow me* 

[He goes oirt* 

EUFHEMON. 

Now coifd I like to falute him with two good 
boxes on the ear, to make that lawyer’s face of hit 
twinge again. 

VoL. IlL K JASMIN. 
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' JASMIN. 

I find, my friend, you are not mended mucli* 
EUPHEMON. 

Tm fure it is time to be fo| and I 'aiTure'yeu, I 
intend to be wifer for the future; from all my errors 
I iliall at ieaft reap this advariiage, To know how 
to fuiFer. 

E^7D of the THifijD Acr. 




A C T IV. S C E 'N E L 

M. dt CKOUPILLAD, Youiig EUPHEKON, JASMIN. 
M* de CROUPILLAC. 

I HAVE taken care, my friend, by way of pre« 
caution, to bring two ferjeants from Angouleme | 
have you perform’d your part as well, and done as I 
defil’d you ? Shjill you be able, think you, to put on 
an airofconfequence, and fowalittle diflenfion in the 
family ? Have you flatter’d the old gentleman ? Have 
you look’d forward a little ? 



■■■EUPHE* 


EUPHEMON. 
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M. de COUPILLAa 

How ? 

, EUPHBMON* , 

Believ'e madam, I long to throw myftlf a.t 
her feet, 

M. de CROUPILLAG 

Pray then make hafte and do it 5 begin your attack 
as foon as poffible, atid reftore my ungratcfu! fe- 
diicer. ril go to law for you, and you fiiall make 
love for me : chcar up, man, put on your bcfl lookn ; 
aflure that air of importance and felf - fufficicncy, 
which is fare to conquer every heart, which baf- 
fics wit, and triumphs over wifdom : to be happy in 
love, you muft be bold 5 refume your wonted courage, 

IXJPPIEMON. 

O, I have lofl It all. 

M, CROUPIILAC. 

How fo, man ? what’s the matter ? 

.EUPHBMON. ; 

I had courage enough when I was not in lovey but 
atprefent — ^ 

JASMIN,. 

There may be other reafons why he Ihou’d be 
ther bafliful ^ this Fierenfat, you muft know^ is our 
K 2 ■' lord 
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lord and mafter, aad has taken us both into his 
fervice, 

M. D. CROUPILLAC. 

, So much the better ; a lucky circumftance : to be a 
domeftic in your miftreis^’s family, . let me tel] you, k 
a Angular happinefs : make your advantage of it, , 

JASMIN. 

Yonder’s feme thing pretty, and coming this way 
too, to take the air, I fuppofe: fhe feems to come 
out of Rondon’s houfe. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

’Tis flie : come, my dear lover, make hafte, now^s 
your time : pluck up your courage, and fpeak to her : 
w^hat 1 fighing and trembling, and pretend to love 
her too r O, fy, fy ! 

EUPHEMON. 

O, if you knew the fituation of my heart, you 
wou’d not wonder at my trembling and confuiion ! 

JASMIN. [Seeing Life at a diHaiice* 

Sweet creature ! how beautiful file looks ! 

EUPHEMON. 

’’Tis flbie: O, heav’n! I die with love, with re- 
morfe, with jealoufy, and defpair, 

M, de ' 
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M. <ie CEOUPILLAC, 

Adieu : I will endeavour to return the obligation* 

, KUPHEMON. 

All I afic of you is, if poilibicj to pul ofF this cruel 
marriaire* ■ 

" M. de CKOUPILLAC. 

Thafs w’hat 1 fhall immediately fee about* 

* EUPHEMON. 

Alas ! I tremble* 

JASMIN. 

We muft try to get her by herfelfj let us retire a 
littlef 

EUPHEMON. 

PII follow you : I fcarce know what I have done, 
or what I am going to do. I fliall never be able to 
face her. 

S C E N E IL 

EISE, MARTHA, JASMIN at the farther end of the 
ikge, and B U F H E M O N behind Mm* 

LISE. 

In vain do I go in and out, backwards, and for- 
wards, endeav'ouring, if pofiible, to hide myfelf from 
niyfelfs in vain do I feek for folitude,' and examine 
my own heart: alas! the more I look into it, the 
more am I convinc'd that happinefs was never made 
Kg for 
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for me : If 1 do at any time enjoy a momentary eom- 
fort, it is from that old ridiculous creature Croupilkcj 
and the thought of her preventing this detefted matchi 
but then all my apprchenfions return^ when Fierenfat 
and my father urge it upon me with repeated impor- 
tunities ; they have gain’d over the good Euphernoin 

MA,KTHA, 

In troth, the old man is too good-natured^ and 
Fiereiifat governs him moft tyjrannkally. 

I pardon him, hek fond of an only child 5 his eJd^ 
eft, poor man, gav'e Mm a gfear deal of uneafinefsj 
ahd ndvi^' he’ rblfe intirdy 

' maetha:. 

But after all, madams notwithftanding everything 
that has been reported, it is not clear that the other, is 
jtt 

ilSB. 

Alas ! if dead, I muft lament ; if living, I muft 
hate” him : cruel' alternatives ! 

■ MARTHA. 

' Trh¥'nows 6{ hfe danger, hotvever, feemM to have 
a pa#erllil eflfe^upon you. 

■■ ' L I S , 
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LISE. 

One Eiight be forry for Ms misfortunes without lo'** 
Ting hmia you know« 

■ MARTHA. ■■ 

But one may as well be dead as not be lov’d : and 
fo you are really to be marry'd to his brother ? 

LiSE. 

^ My dear chlldj I am dif!:ra£led at the thought of 
it: you have long known my iiulilFerence forFie- 
renfatj it is now chang’d to horror and deteilation ; 
marriage with him is a potion moft dreadfully bitter^ 
which, in my prefent defperate cafe, I rniift Iwallow 
much againft my will, I ailbre you 5 tho' my hand, at 
the fame time,, rejefis it with horror and mdignation. 

J A S Mi N- Martha by the Sleeve. 

Hark’ee, fair lady, will you giye me leave to whif-* 
per a word or two in your ear? 

MARTHA, [Tojafmm. 

Moll willingly. Sir; 

LI-SE. ; [Af?(le,, 

O cruel fate ! why dld’ft thou prolong a life, which; 
an ungrateful guilty lover has made fo truly mifc’^ 
rable ? 

K 4 


MARTHA 



MARTHA. 


[To LTe. 

One of the prefident's fervants, madam, but juft 
now hired to him : he fays, he fliou'd be glad to fpcak 
to you. 

LISE. 

Let him wait. 

MARTHA. ' [Tojafmm. 

Friend, my lady defires you wou^d wait a little* 
LISE. 

Always teafing me thus I even when he h abfent I 
have no peace for him. O dear ! how weary am 
1 of this mai'riage already ! 

. JASMIN. [To Martha. 

My dear girlj procure us this favour, if you can. 

^ MARTHA. [Coming ba^» 

Madam, he fays he muft fpeak with you. 

LISE. 

So l. I fee I muft go. 

MARTHA. 

There is a perfon, it feems, who is very defirous of 
^feeing you ^ he muft ipeak to you, he fiiys, or die. 


LISE. 
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LISE* 

I find I muft go in and hide mjfeifi 
'■S.CEN'E IIL 

LISE, MARTHA, Young EUPHEMON, leaning on 
JASMIN. 

EHPHEMON. 

I can neither walk nor fpeak ^ my fight too fails 
me* 

JASMIN. 

Give me your hand i we’li crofs her as flic comes. 
EUPHEMON. 

O! I feel a deadly coldnefs at my heart [to Li/r] 
will you permit— 

LISE. [Without lookmg at him. 
What wouM you, fir ? 

, EUPHEMON. [Throwing him&If on his knea. 
What wou^d I ? that death which I dcferve. 

' LISE. 

Whatdolfee? Oheav’nl 

MARTHA. 

Amazing ! Euphcmon ! good God> Bow chang d t 
Ks , EUPHEMON. 
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' EUFHEMON. 

Changed! indeed: yes, Life, you are reveng’d of 
me. Well may you wonder, for I am chang’d in every 
thing : no longer do you behold in me that madman, 
that falfe wretch, fo fear’d and detefted here j he who 
betray’d the caufe of nature and of love : young and 
thoughtlefs as I was, I fell a prey to every pailion, 
and adopted every vice from my loofe companions : 
but O ! the worft of all my crimes, which never can 
be blotted out, never atoned for, was my offending 
you : but here I fwear, by thee, and by that virtue, 
which, tho’ I have forfaken, I yet adore, I have found 
my error. Vice, tho’ I admitted it, was a ftranger 
to this heart, which is now no longer ffain’d with 
, thofe guilty blemiflies that obfcfer’d its native luftre ; 
that pure, that facred pafiion, which is ffill referv’d for 
you, hath refin’d it 5 that tender palEon, and that 
alone, brought me hither, not to break off' your 
new engagements, or oppofe your happinefs, that 
wou’d ill become a poor abandon’d wretch like me : 
but fince the misfortunes, which I fo well deferv’d, 
have brought me, ^.evcii in the prime of life, to the 
brink of the grave, I cou’d not help feeking you, to 
,pr liivitnefs of my laft moments j and happy, thrice 
happy fliall I be, if he, who was once deffin’d to be 
' ' ■ your 
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your hufband;, at length fiiall die^ and not be hated by 
you. 

LISE, 

, I am fcarce myfeif : can it be Euphemon ? can it be 
you ? G heavhi ! in what a conditioa too, and what a 
time is this : wretch as thou art, what cruel injuries 
haft thou done to both of us ! 

EUPHEMON.. 

I know it : at fight of thee, every folly I have been 
guilty of appears doubly inexcufable : they were dread- 
ful, and you know they were, that is fome punifli- 
ment, but not fo much as I deferve, 

■LISE. 

And is it true, unhappy man, that thou liaft at laft 
'repented of thy follies, that your rebellions heart is it 
length fubduedj and misfortune hath pointed out to 
you the road -of virtue ?• 

. EUPHEMON. 

Alas ! what will it avail, that ray eyes are openy, 
when it is too late ! In vain is that heart fubdued, in 
vain is my return to virtue, fince I have loft in yqn its 
heft, fts only valuable reward. - ■ 

■ ■ ei'se; " 
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LISE. 

Yet, anfvi^er me, Euphemon ; may I believe you 
have indeed gain’d this glorious vidlory ? confult your 
own breaft, and do not again deceive me : can you yet 
be prudent and virtuous ? 

EtrPHEMON. 

I am fo ; for flill my heart adores you. 

LISE. 

And doft thou ftill love, Euphemon ? 

EUPHEMON. 

Do I love ? by that I live, that alone has fupported 
me, I have born every thing, even infamy kfelf 5 and 
a thoufand times I wou’d have put an end to my wret- 
ched life, but that flill I Wd it, becaufe it bebngy 
to you : yes, to you I owe my prefent fentiments, any 
being, and that new life which now dawns upoii me : 
to you I owe the return of my reafon : with love like 
mine, wou’d to heav’n I may be able to preferve it ! O 
do not hide from me that charming face : look at me ; 
fee how chang’d I am : fee the cruel efFefl: of care and 
Xorrpw : the rofes of youth are wither’d by remorfe and 
hiirelry : there was a time when .Eupheilion wou’d not 
thus have affrighted you : do but look on me, ’tis all I 
aflc." 


LISE, 



LISE. 


If I fee the thinking, the reform’d, the conftant 
Euphemon, it is enough: in my eyes he is but too ami« 
able® 

EUPHEMON. 

' What fays my Life ? gracious heav’jn ? fee weeps®, 

LISE. [To Martha. 

O fupport me, my fenfes fail. Can I ever be the wif<^ 
of Euphemon’s brother ? But tell me, 

[Turning to Euphemon^ 

Have you yet feen your father ? 

EUPHEMON. 

O f I blufe to appear before that good old man, 
whom I have fo difeonour’d: hated as I am, and 
banife’d from his prefence. Hove and reverence, hiii 
dare not look upon him. 

, , • LISE. 

What then is your defign ? 

EUPHEMON. 

If heav’n feou’d gracioufly prolong mj days, if you 
muft be my brother’s happy lot, I propofe to change 
my name and profefeon, ferveas a foldier, and feek fo^ 
death in the field of honour 5 perhaps fuccefs i n arms may 
acquire me fome glory, and even you may hereafter feed 
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a tear over the unhappy Euphemon. My honour at 
leafl: will never fuffer by the employment 5 Rofe and 
Fabert fet cut as I fhall do- 

LJSE. 

’Tis a noble refolutioii 5 and the Heart that was ca-^ 
pable of making it mufi: be above guilt and meannefs t 
fentiments like theft albedt me much more even than 
the tears you fired at my feet. No^ Euphemon, if I 
am left at liberty to difpofe of myfelf, and can poiiibly 
avoid the hateful match propos’d forme, if it is in my 
power to determine your fate, you lhall not go fo far 
to change your condition. 

; • ' EUPHEMO$, • 

0 !' anddoes tby generous heart melt at' mj, 

misfortunes ? 

LISE. , ■ 

They alFedted me moil: deeply ; but your repentance' 
hath fecured me. 

E' UP HE MON. ■ 

And will thofe dear eyesj that look’d on me fo long 
with ‘indignation, will foften into love and tender* 
•nefs i O thou haft reviv’d a flame in the ■ breaft of 
Euphemon, v/hich his follies had almoif extinguiflii’d. 
Fond as my brother is of riches, tho’ my father has 
■giv’n-him, alljthat inheritance wbftfr nature had.de- 
4, ' . fign’d. 
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fign^d for me, he ftill muft envy my happineft. I am 
dear to you ; he alone, and notEuphemon, is dirmhe^- 
rlted. O I fhall die with joy. 

MARTHA, „ 

Deuce on him, here he coniesf 
LISE. 

Be your guard, Eupliemon ; keep in thofe 
ftruggling lighs, and diflemble. 

EUPilEMON, 

Why fliou’d I, if you love me ? 

LISE. ■ ' ' ' 

Confider my relations, confider your own fethen 
Your brother fiw m together, faw you at my feet; and all 
that we can now do isjnot to let him know who youare* 

MARTHA. , , 

I carft help laughing, to think what apaiHon his 
gravity will be In. 

SCENE IV, 

LISE, YOUNG EUPHEMON, MARTIL^, JASMIN, 
FIBRE NF AT at the further end 
t urn aig his back to him, 

FIERENFAT. 

4t 

Either fome devil has impair’d thefe eyes of mine ; 
or, if I fee clear, I inofi certainly beheld ~'0 yes 
it is fo — . it’s all over with me. • 

Coming: 
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[ Coming forwards towards Eiiplicmon. ' 
O itisyou^ fir^ is it? traitor, rafcal, forger. 

E UP H E M O N. [Enrag’d. 

I, I cou’d — 

JASMIN. [Placing himfelf between them. 

Sir, fir, this — this is an affair of importance that 
was going forward, and you interrupt it, fir ; an af- 
fair of love, fir, tendernefs, refpeft, gratitude, and 
virtue— for my part Pm difiradfed when I think of it. 

FJERENFAT. 

An affair of virtue \ O yes, and kiffing her hand too ! 
call you that virtue ? rafcal, flave. 

EUPHEMOK. 

O Jafmiii, if Id apd — 

FIERENFAT. 

No : this is a gallant indeed witha witnefs : had he 
been a gentleman, but a fervant, a beggar — If I was 
to fue him in a court of juflice,^ *twouM be only fo much , 
money flung awy. 

LISE, [To Euphemon^ 

Be calm ; if you have any regard for me, I beg you 

wilL 

FIERENFAT. 

The traitor ! Pll have you bang’d, you dog, 

[To Maltha. 

You laugh, miftrefs. 


MARTHA. 
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MARTHA. 

1 do, to be fare, fir. 

FIERENFAT. 

And why do you ? what do you laugh at ? 

MARTHA. ^ 

Lord| ^tis fuch a comical affair ~ 

LISE. 

You doii^'t know, madam the danger you are in : 
you little think, my good friend, w'hat the law inflicts 
fuch delinquents as you, and how often you 
may be — 

MARTHA. 

Pardon me, fir, I know it mighty welL 
FIERENFAT. 

You, madam, feem to be deaf to all this, faithlefs 
woman ! with that air of innocence too, to play me 
fuch a trick : your inconftancy is a little premature on 
our very wedding day, and juft before we arc marry 
%k a wonderful mark of your chaftitv. 

LISE, ■ . , . 

Don’t be in a pafEon, fir, nor Iighty condemn 
nocence on bare appearances only. 

FIERENFAT* 

Innocence indeed ! 

. ... LIS.E* 
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.LIS-E. 

Yes fir ; when you know my feiitimentSj you will 
efieem me for them. 

FIERSNFAT, 

Y'ou go an excellent way to gain eiieem* 

E U PH E MON. 

This is too much. 

LISE. Eaphemoa^ 

What madnefs ! for heav’ns fake be calm^ 

E.UPH'EMpN., 

No : I wi|} never fuffi^r him to caft repipa^h on you». 

FIERBNFAT. ■ 

Do you know, madam, that you lofe your Jointure, 
your ejftate, your portion, every thing, as loon as 

U F B £ M O H. [lu-a-paiSiou, and putting his hand on 
\ ■" his • 

Do you %3 to hold; ypHf tongue ? 

■ LLSE. ■' 

\rt OTorbearn 

EUPHEMON, 

Come, comej Mr. Prefident, lay afide your affuming 
airs, be a little lefs fierce, and haughty j a little lefs of 
the judge, if you pleafe ; this lady has .not yet the ho- 
nour to be your wfife, nor is flie even your miftrefs, 
fir ; what right have you thezi to complain ? your 
claim is void; you fhou’d have knpWA how tO pfe#? 
■ ' ' . ■ ' before 
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before you baJ a right to be angry ; fuch charms were ^ 
never made for you, and therefore jealoufy Jits but ill | 
upon you. You fee fhe’s kind, and forgives my f 

warmth 5 it will become pu, fir, to fbliow»her exam-* j 

pie. f 

FIEKEKFAT, [In a poftnrff of defence. f 

III bear no more : where are my feryants ? help hcrc^ f 

E UP HE MON. I 

How’s this! f 

FIERENFAT. ‘ } 

Fetch me a conflable here. i 

" EI'SE; [ToEuphemon*. j- 

■ Retire, I befeech you. f 

FIERENFAT. , i 

I’ll > mafce pu know# fir*, the refpefl; that’s due to ? 

i 

j3iy,rsnkan(J pto/eflion, ' - 

EUPHEMON. 

Obferve, fir, vs?hat you owe to this lady ; as to my- ; 
felf, however* thibgs may now appear, the refpe^ per- ■- 

haps is due to me. ' ; ^ 

FIERENFAT. t 

You, fir, you? . f i , i 

EUPHEMON. S 

■ Yes, fir, me, me. J 

. ' . ' ' ’ I 

, ' ‘ ' J- 

FIERENFAT. : 
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FIERENFAT, 

This is a pure impudent fellow : fome lover^ I fup* 
pofe, in the difguife of a fervant. Who are you, fir? 
aiifwer me. 

EUFHEMON. 

I know not who I am, nor what will be my fate : 
my rank, condition, fortune, happinefs, my very 
being, all depends on her heart, her kind looks, and 
her propitious bounty. 

riEEENFAT. 

They may foon depend upon a court of juftke, that 
I aflure you. PH go this inftant, prepare my records, 
and haften to fign the inftrument. Begone, ungrate^ 
ful woman, and dread my refen tmeht 5 Fll bring your 
relations, and your father ^ then your innocence will 
appear in its proper light, and they will efteem you 
accordingly, 

SCENE V. 

LISE, YOUNG EUPHEMON, MARTHA. 

LISE. 

For heavn’s fake, conceal yourfelf ; let us go in im* 
mediately ; I tremble at the confequence of this. If 
your father fhou^d find out it was you, nothing will 
appeafe him : he will conclude that fome new extra» 
yagance brought you back here on purpofe to infult 

him.» 
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iiinij ^ttd to fbw divifion between our families 5 and 
then you will be confin’d perhaps, even without being i: 
fo much as heard in your own defence* j 

MARTHA. I 

Let me conceal him, and 111 warrant they flian't ' | 

ealily find him out. | 

LISE. f 

I 

Come, come, you muft away; I mufl: endeavour to ; 
reconcile your hither : the return of nature fhall, if 
poffible, be the work of love : you muft be conceaFd a 
while ■ — take you care £ To Martha* j he d©es not 
pear ; begone immediately. i 

S C E N E VI. . . j 

KO'NBON, LISE. ■,! 

RONDON. 

Well, "my Life, how is it ? I was in fearcb of ydu .1 

and your hufband. - I 

LISE.. [Mde.' 

Thank God ! he is not fo yet. I 

.1 

RONDON. ■ , .J 

. Where are you going ? . " 

' 'I 

LISE. ;|' 

' I- 

Decency, fir, atprefent obliges me to avoid him. j 

r 

. [She goes cot. | 

RONDON. I 
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RONDON. 

This prefident is a dangerous man, I find : now 
fliouM I like to be incog in feme place clofe to 
only to fee how twb lovers look when they are juft go*, 
ing to be marry’d. 

S C E N 'E. ■ VIL 

FIERBNFAT, RONDON,. Conftables, 

FIERENFAT. 

Where are they, where are they ? ha ! gone i ' the 
fnbtle villains have eicap’d me : where have' the raicals 
hid themff^Ivesi i 

rondon: 

Your reverence feems out of breath ? what are you 
in fuch a hurry about ? who are you hunting after ? 
what have they done to you ? 

FIERENFAT. 

Made a cuckold of me, that’s al!« 

RONDON, 

Ha I ha ! a cuckold ! ha ! how I what is, all this ? 


FIERENFAT, 


Yes, yes, my wife : heav’n preferve me from ever 
giving her that name ! Yes, fir, a cuckold I am, in 
fpit^ of all the laws in the kingdom# 


: My fon'^iii-law ! 


■FIERENFAT 


RONDON# 
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pro-digal* 

‘FIERENFAT. 

Yes, my Eulier-m-Iaw, 'ds- but too truQn 

KONPON. 

Well, but the alPair — 

“ fierenfat/ 

Is as clear as pcffibie. 

RON DON, 

You try my patience too far. 

FIEkENFAT. 

I’m fare they have mine. 

RONPON. 

If I cou’d believe 

FIEREHFAT. 

You may believe it ail, fir, I affarc you, 
RONDON, 

But the more I hear, the lefs I underiland. 
fierenfat. 

And yet it’s very caly to comprehend^ 

R OND ON. ■ 

If I were once convinc’d of it, the world ihou’d be 
a witneR of my refentruent, I wou’d ftrangle her with 
my oY/n hands. 


FIERENFAT. 
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FIERENFAT. 

Strangle her then by all means, for the thing is fair- 
ly proved. 

RONDO N. 

Something no donbt is wrong, by my finding her 
here in that condition ^ Ihe hung down her head, and 
cou’d fcarce fpeak to me ^ feem'd frighten’d, and em- 
barras'^d too. Come, my fon, let us in, and forprife 
her. This is a cafe of honour, and where that is con- 
cern’d, Rondon liftens no longer to reafon. Away. 

End of the Fourth Act. 


ACT V. SCENE!. 

LISE, MARTHA. 

. LISE. 

W HAT a defperate fituation is mine ! fcarce 
can I believe myfelf fafe, even with you. 
Think what it muft be for a foul fo pure, fo delicate^ . 
as mine, to fuffer even for a moment fuch injurious : 
fufpkions : Euphenion, thou dear but fatal lover, thou 
wert born but to aifiift me ; thy abfence was worfe 
than death to me, and now tiiy return expofes me to ^ 
infamy: [ turning U Martha,'] for heav’ns fake, take 
care of him, for they are making the enquiry. 

, MARTHA.',! 
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MARTHA. 

O never fear; I lliali put: ’em to their trumps^, I 
warrant you: I defy all their fearch- warrants : I have 
fome certain little cunning holes in my cabinet w^hich 
dicfe ferrets can never get at; there, maclam^ your 
letter lies fnug, fafeiy conceafd from the inquilitivc 
eyes of long -rob’d pedants. I have led the hounds a 
pretty good cliace, and now the whole pack is at fault* 


S C E N E 11 . 

■ I 

LISE, MARTHA, JASMIN, | 

. • ■ LISE. „ , J. 

■ ■ ■ _ , ' s 

jaarnn, liow ftandour afFaIrj> ? ' ' ' , I 

JASMIN. , [ 


O ! have pafs’d my examination moft glorioufly^ : 

gone through it like an old offender, grown grey in the ' | 
profeiHon, and anfwer’d every queftion without fear or;. I 

trembliiu>:. , One of them drawl’d out his words wdth , ■ ■? 

■ ■ ■ ■■■ i 

a’il the iblemnity of u' p^edagogue;- another put on a. '■ ''I 
haughty air, and wou’d have brow-beated me thirds ' -I 
iii a pretty iilver tone, cry’d out, child, tell Us the truth r " f 

wdiilfl: I, with nioft laconic brevity, , and unaiterable , '■ b.f 
finnnefs, fairly routed the whole group of pedants, b , ’ 

eise. , ■ ' ■ I 

They know nothing then. ‘I 

-Noi,..lII. L JAS.VUN. J: 

' : ■ I 
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JASMIN. 

Kotliing ; to morrow perliaps t’fey may know si! : 
time, you know, . brings every thing to light. 

l-iSE. 

I hope at leaft Fierenfat will not have time to pre- 
mdice his father againft me : I have a thouGnd fears ^ 
nbnurit: I tremble for him, and for my own honour: 

•n love alone I have plac’d rny hopes, that , will aiEft 

MARTHA. 

For my part, Fm in a quondary about it, and 

wiihev’ry thing mayn’t go wrong: confide.-, madam, 

we have againft us two old fathers, and a prefident, 

hefidcs fcolds, and prudes innamerahle : if you knew : 
what haughty airs they give thcmfelves, what a fu- 
-percilious fnecr, and fevere tone, their proud virtue : 
puts on upon this occafion, with what inlolent acri- 
mony they have perfeciitcd your innocence, be) itvt , 
me, madam, their clamours, with their afthaed 
'zeal, and moft religious fury, wouUraife your laugh- 
ter, perhaps even make you tremble. ... 

JASMIN. ■ ; 

I have travcird, madam, and feen noi.c, aiic btiL 
tie enough, but never before was I wdtnefs to, fuen j 
hubbub r the whole houfe is turn’d topfy-turvy ; .they 
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arc all knaves, fools, or madiBcn 5 whlfpering lies 
againfi: you, and adding Ojie untruth to another; tel- i 
ling the ftory a hundred different ways : the poor fid- : 

dies are lent back without receiving a farthing, or a drop J 

of drink: fix tables prepared for the wedding feafl, ild, I 
of the fineft delicacies, overfet in the confiiiion : the v 
people run backwards and forwards ; the footmen drink 
and laugh ; Rondon fwears, and Fiercnfat k ernploj'ki I 

hi writing the cafe out. j 

L ISP. ' ■ \ 

And what does the wortliy fiither of Euphemon do , ^ 

amld’ft all this bufile ? , , ■ i 

’ MAiirnA. ■ ' ' , ' .] 

O, madam, in his dejcdled afpe< 5 l we may read the j 

■forrows of afflicted virtue: he lifts up hi’;, eyes^ to i 

heaven, and cannot bring hinifdf tu ere 'that you ■ 

hare fiahfd the honour of your IpotlelS ' yoiuh with , f 

black 'a crime: he defends you to your friends by 'the 

flrongdl'arguments : and when at length he isfingger'd ■ ' 

by the proofs they bring agairjfi you,; he fighs, znd . "'"I 

fiiys, if you are guilty, he will never again depend 011. f 

anv mortal brcathliig. ■ ' ' ''i'' 

LISE. . . ■ ... 

The good old man, bow his tenderiiefb-|ifiidhi; .me ! ' ■ : | 
.MA-KTHA. 

Here corncs another, of a dificrent kind, maficr • | 
Rondon -; let us avoid luni, madam. 

L a 


LIST. 
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the prodigal. 

LISE. 

By no means ; my h^art is innocent, and fliou J be 
afraid of nothing. 

JASMIN. 

But I am, I affure you. 

SCENE III. 

LISE, MARTHx^., RONDON. 

ROND ON. 

O thou fubtle glpfy, thou forward, thou unnatural 
girl ! O Life, Life. But come, madam, I miiil know 
the bottom of this vile proceeding : how long have 
you been acquainted with this robber, tnis pirate? 
Tell me his name, his rank, bis profeffion j how got 
he irito your heart Whence comes he, ano where is, 
he ? Anfwer me, madam, anfwer me. You contemn 
.me, madam, and laugh at my refentment: are not 
you aflifim’d ? 

LISE. 

No, fir. 

RONDON. 

Always no, no, to me : am I never to hear any 
thing but no ? It increafes my fufpicion : when I am 
.ipjur'd, i e.tpedl at leaf!: to be treated with refptdt. 
I will be fear’d, madam, and obey’d too. 

LISE. 
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. LISE. 

And fo you fliall, fir. I will difcover every thing 
to joir« 

RONDON. 

' Well, that’s faying fomething however: when I 
Begin to threaten, people will mind me a little, 

LISE. 

I have only one favour to beg of you -“-that, befi>r^ 
I fiiy any thing to you, Euphemon will be fo obliging 
as to let me fpeak a few words to him. 

EOHPON. 

Euphemon ! why, what has he to do with it I I 
think I am the properefl perfon to be fpoke to. 

LISE, 

My dear father, I have a fecret to entruft to him : 
let me beg you, for the fake of your own honour, to 
fend him to me: permit me— ^ but I can tell you no 
more,. 

ROND ON. 

I muft e’en yield to her regueft'i" Ihe'W^S tb ex- 
plain herfelf to my good old friend, and I tfiiukH may 
fafely truft her alone with him ; and then to' a hUhxiery 
with the little huffey immediately, , ■ ' 

L 3 ■ ' S C E N'E 
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SCENE, IV. 

LISE, MARTHA. 

LISE. 

O that I may be able to melt the good Etipliemon | 
flow my heart flutters and. leaps within mcJ my life' 
or death depeaids on this impoitant, moment. He 
comes. Heark’ee^ Martha. 

[Whilpers her. 

MARTHA. 

Ill take care, madam- 

SCENE V. 

■ , ..Old, ihfhemon, 

• , ~ LISE. ■ : ■ 

A chair here—pa^ay^ fir, b^ feated* Oh ! [Jighs*J 
permit me, fir, on my kiiees 

EUFHEMON. '[Raifmg her up. 
You mean to affront me, madam, 

. LISE. 

' Far from it, firs my heart efieems and reveres 
you.; I hare ever lookM on you as a father^ 

■ ' EUPHEMON. 

■ ■ ■ . ' ' . 

4re you my daughter ? 


LISE. 
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LISE. 

Yesj fir. I flatter myfelf I have not been unworthy 
4>f that name. 

'eitphemon. 

After the unhappy affair^ madam^ that -has ■ broke 
off OUT conneSionj I muff own — — 

LISE, 

Be you my judge, fxr, . and lock Into my heart j 
that judge, I doubt not, will one day be my protec- 
tor : but hear me 5 flr, I wil! fpcak my own fentiments? 

perhaps they may be yours, alfo. 

[She take5 a chair and iits by 

And now, fir, tell me 5 if your heart had for a long 
time been bound by the purefir and moft ttnder regard 
to anobjccSt, whofe early years, gave' the faireft promife 
of all that amiable, who every day advaned in beauty, 
merit, and accompliChments ; if, after all? his eafy 
and deluded youth gave way toindmation, and facrified 
duty, frkiidfliip, evefy* thing, to unbridled licenti- 
oiifnefs. ' 

‘ E0PHEMC>N.' '■ 

Well, madam « , f 

LISE. 

If fatal experience fliauM, teach him ' 

pinefs he had fo long purfued, ffibtfd teach him tMt 
B 4 . the 
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the vain objects of his fearch fprang but fern error^ 
and vvere follow’d by retnorfe.; if at length, afham’d 
or his follies, his reafon, inftrucSed by misfortune, 
ihou’d again light up his virtues, and give him a new 
-heart 5 if, reftor’d to his natural form,/ he fhou’d be- 
come faithful, juft, and lioneil, wcu’d 3^011, fir, cou’d 
)'ou then fhut up that heart which once was open to 
receive him ? 

EUFHEMON. 

¥/hat am I to conclude from this picSlare, or what 
has it to do with our affair, and the injury I have re- 
ceive from your conduft? The wretch who was feen 
at your feet is a young man, utterly unknown to every 
^bodyhejp^i tlte widow^^f^ indeed fhe remembers him 
fix months at Angouleme : another tells me he is a hardy 
profligate, with a head full of dark intrigues, and every 
kind of debauchery 5 a charafter which doubles my 
aftohilhment rT fhudder with horror at it. 

O, fir, when T have told you all, you will be much 
more aftoniflied j for heaven’s fake, hear me then : I 
know you have a noble and a generous heart, that 
n|yer v/as form’d for cruelty ^ let me then alk you, was 
y<^p,|Hpn Euphemon once moftdear to you I 

EUPHE.' 
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EUPHEMON. 


He was, I own to you, he was» and therefore it is 
that his ingratitude calls for a feverer vengeance: I have 
wept his misfortunes, and his death ; but nature, in 
the midfi of all my anguUh, left my reafon but the 
more feniible of oiy injuries, and more refolv'd to 
puniih them. 

LISE, . ' 

And coil’d you punifli him for ever ? coifd yoii ftill 
be fo unhappy, fo niiferable, as to hate him ? couy 
you throw from you a repenting child, an alter'd fon, 
wlio/e change wou'd bring back to you the image of 
:yourfcIf? cou’d you repulfe ■ this fon were he riov/ im 
tears at your feet ? 

EUPHEMON. 

Al'is ! you have forgot, you fliou’d not thus open 
a wound that bleeds too freih, and inHitS new torments 
on me : my fon is dead, or far from hence remains 
ftili harden’d in his ibllies. O if he had return’d to 
virtue, wou'd he not 'come, and alk forgivencfs of' 
me r 

LISE, • 


Yes, and he vnll come to alk it 1 you ftall heaf 
him ; and hear him with compaffion too, indeed ' you 

..mi '- 

„ h s .EUTHfi-: 
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EUPHEMON. 

What fay you ? . 

LISE, ■ 

Yesj fir : if death has not already put an end to his 
fhame and grief, you may perhaps fee him dying at 
your feet with excefs of forrovv and repentance, 

ETJPHEMON, ' ^ 

Y ou fee too well how deeply I am affedled : my foa 
alive ! 

LISE, 

If he yet lives, he lives to love and honour you, 

E'0'PPIEMON. 

To love and honour me ! impoffible ! how can I 
ever know it ? from whom muft mufl I learn that? 

LISE. 

' From hi^ own heart, 

' . ■/ EUPHEMON, . 

But, do you think — —rr- 

LISE', 

With regard to every thing I have fald concerning 
him, you may depend on my veracity, 

' E-UPHEMON. 

Come, you have kept me in fufpence too long; 
have pity on my declining years. Alas I I am full of 

hopes? 


I 
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hopes, and fears ; I did indeed love myfon, thefe tears 
ipeak for me : I lov’d him tenderly. O if he yet 
lives ! if he is return’d to virtue ! explainj I befeech 
you, fpeak to me, tell me all. 

L'ISE. 

I will : it is time now, and you-fhall be ilitisfy’d* 

[She comes forward a JUtk, and ipeaks to young 
Euphemon bcbind the fcene. 

Come forth. 

SCENE VL. 

Old, EUPHEMON, Yoimg E^PHExMON, LISE., 

■EU.PHBM-O.N* 

• Good heaven ! what do I fee? 

■ 'Young, EUPHEMON. ■ [Knediag. 

My father! G, Hr, know me, acknowledge ' 
decide my fate, for life or death depends upon a worci,iiv 

old' EUPHEMON, 

What coil’d bring you hicher at this time ? 

Young EU-FHBMQN,. ' 

Repentance, love, and nature, 

LISE. with young Eupliemoa, ' 

At your feet behold your chiitircn. Yes, ■ fir, we ^ 
have the fame fentiments, the ilime heart. 

■■Young,;' 
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Young E U P H E M O N. [Pointing to Life,' 
Alas ! her tender kindnefs has pardon’d all my of- 
fences ; O,’ gracious fir, follow the example which 
love has fet^ and forgive your unhappy fon ; driv’n as I 
was to defpair, all I hoped for was to die belov’d by 
her and you ; and if I live, I will live to deferve it. 
You turn away from me ; what is it, fir, that tranf- 
•ports you thus ? I fee your heart is mov’d : is it with 
hatred ? is your wretched fon condem’d 

Old EUPHEMON. [Raifuig up hi* 

fon, and embracing him. 

’Tis love 5 ’tis tendernefs : I forgive thee : if thou 
art refior’d to virtue, I am'ftill thy father. 

: . -LISE., 

And I thy wife. O, fir, long fince our hearts 
were united ; permit us at your feet to renew our 
vows ; it is not your riches he afks of you, he brings 
you now a heart too pure for fuch a wifh ; he wants 
nothing: if he is virtuous, I have enough for both, 

and he fiiall have it all. 



S C,E N E 
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SCENE VIL 

To tlicm RONDON, M. de CROUPILLAC, FXERENmT, ^ 
Bauiil'\s Follower, Attendants. 


? c: 

f 
i 


FIEREN'FAT- , I 

Yonder he is,, talking to her ftlll ; let us fhew our- f 
felves men of courage, and take him by furprife. ■ 

EONPON. J 

Ay, let us be bold, we arc fix to one. i 

f 

LISE. [To Rondon* 

Now, fir, open your eyes, and fee who it is I lore. 


1 


RONPO.N. 

FIE REN FAT. 
L 1 S B. 


’Tis he. 

Who ? 

Your brother. 

' Old EUPHEMON^’- ■ i 

' The feme, fir.' 

' FIERENF'ATr ’ ■' 

You arc pleafed to jeft, ' fir : this fcoiindrel my 1 bro« ■ 
ther ? 

LtSE. 

Yes, fir. 

M. de CROUP ILL AC. 1 

' Upon my honour ! I am very glad to hear it. , 

RONDOR"’^ 
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ROND ON. 

, What wonderful metamorphofls ; why this is my 
droll valet. 

FIEERNFAT. 

So, foj I play a pretty extraordinary part here : 
why, what brother is this ? ha !. 



Old EUPHEMON. 

He is your brother, ftr ; I had loft him j but heaven. 
and repentance has reftor’d him to me. 

- ; M. de CROUPILLAC. 

And luckily enough for me. 

FI'ER.ENF A.'F. • 

The rafcal is come back only to take away my wlfo' 
from' tn-e., '' ' 

, Yomg E-U-P-IiEMON. ,[Ta Fkrenfnt.' 

’'Tis fit, fir, that you know me 5 and let me tell you, 
fir, ft was you took her from me, not I from you. In. 
better days. I had her heart: the folly of rafe and unex- 
perienced youth deprived me of a treafure which I did 
not' know the t^alue of : but on this happy day I hrive 
found again ray virtue, n|y miftrefs, and my firther : . 
the rights of blood and the rights of love are at once 
reftorid to me, and perhaps you envy me the fudden,., 
the uiiexpeded .blelEngs. But take my inheritance ^ 
I give it you freely : you ate fond of riches, and I of 
' “ . " „ her* 


I 

f 


\ 
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her : thus fhall both be happy 5 you in my poffeiSons^ 
and I in my Lifers heart, 

OldEUPHEMON. 

His difinterefted goodnefs fiiall not be thus reward-* 
ed« N03, EuphemoHj thou ihalt not be fo unworthy 
of her. 

RGNBON. 

Very good ^ very fine indeed ! 

M. de CROXJFILLAC. 

For my part^ Pm afi:oni£h*d, and yet not difpleas'd : 
"^tis a comfort to me to think the gentleman is come 
on purpofe to revenge:> as it were, my charms. 

.. [To Buphemom 

Quickj quick, fir 5 marry her as foon as poffible 
heav’n is on your fidc> and to be fure matk that lady 
on purpofe for you 5 you were born for each other 
and, by this lucky accident, ’tis ten to one if I don^t 

, recover my prefident, ■ 

LISE.’ . [To. Kond6»..; 

With all my heart. You, 'my dear 'father, will per- ' 
mit my faithful heart, which can be giren but to 013% 
to return to its right owner. 

KONDON. 

Why— if his bjain is not quite fo much lurn'cfa; ■ 

LISE*.- 
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LISE. 

O, ni anfwer for him. 

RONDON. 

If he loves you j if he is prudent — ^ — — • 

LISE. 

O doubt it not. 

RONDON. 

And if Eupheinon will "give him a good fortune, 
why— I agree. 

FIERENFAT. 

To be fure I am a great gainer in this aftair, by 
finding a new brother ; but then- X lofe my wedding 
expences, my fortune, and a wife into the bargain. 

M. de CROUPILLAC. 

For fliame, thou fordid wretch, for ever in purfuit 
of riches! kave not I, in notes, bonds, and houfes, 
enough to live upon, and more, much more, than 
you deferve? Am I not your firft love ? Did’fl: thou 
not/wear fidelity to me ? Have not I it all under your 
own hand ? your madrigals without fenfe, your fongs 
without wit, your promifes without meaning ?’ But we’ll 
try it at law, fir: I’ll produce them in a court of juf- 
tice 5 and the parliament, in fucb a cafe, I am mre, 
ought to make an a£l on purpofe to punilh ingratitude. 


RONDON. 


THE PR O^D IG A L. ajs 

RONBON, 

My good friend, take care of yourfelf, and tremble 
at her refentment : let me advile you to marryj, if it be 
only to get flint of her. 

Old E a P H E M ON. [To M. de Cronpil lac. 

I am furpris’d at thepaffion you exprefs for my ion ; 
nietbinks even the fuit you threaten him with muft 
footh his vanity ^ the caufe of your anger does him too 
much honour : but permit me to addreft myfelf to the 
dear object that has reftor^ my fon. Be united, my 
children, and embrace as brothers : and you, my friend, 
[Turning to Randan j mufl return thanks to heaven, 
whofe goodnefsJhath done all for the beft. And hence- 
forth, " 

Of youth mifguided, let us leam, whatever 
Their follies threaten, never to defpair* 

Enb of the Fifth and Last Act* 


' 1 . 
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A 

TRAGEDY. 

Reprefented in 1743. 





! ^39 J 


A 

L E T T E R 

F R O M T H E 

Jefuit Tournemine to Father ERCJMor/'' 

ON 

The Tragedy of ME ROPE. • 

■. Rcv^FaTHEHs • . 

T K E Merop which you dedr’d to be rcturued 
laft night, I have fent you this morning at 
eight o’clock* I have taken time' to read it with at- 
tention, Whatever luccefs the fluciuating tafte of 
Paris may think proper to heftow on it, I am fatisfy’d? 
that poftcrity wdll applaud it as one of our beft perfor- 
mances, and indeed as the model of true tragedy, 
Anjlotle^ the Icgiflator of the ftage, has allotted to 
MerGpe the firft rank amongrt the fine fubjedis for ; 
gedy. It is treated by Euripides^ we know.f and ui fuch 
a manner, as we karn from Arijiotk*, that whenever; ' 
Ids Crefphontes. was exhibited at Atkns^ ihu ingenfoiis 

people, ' 
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people, who were accuftotned to the fineft dramatic 
•performances^ were ftruck, ravilliM and tranfportcd 
in the moft extraordinary manner. If the Cafle of 
Paris fhouy not corrcfpond with that of Athens^ we 
know wliidi is to blame. The Crefphontes of Euri^ 
fuks is loft; Mr. Voltaire has reftorcd It to us. You^ 
my dear ftr, 'ivho have gi^^en us an Euripides in 
French^ exadly as he appeared to admiring Greece^ 
have acknowledged in the Merope of our illuftrious 
friend, the natural, the fimple, and the pathetic of 
.Euripides* Mr. has preferved the fimplicity 
of thefubjeft, has not only difencumber^d it from 
fuperfiuous epifodes, but from many unncceflary feenes 
alfo : the danger of Mgijihus alone fills the ftage': the 
interefi increafes from feene to feene, till we co^ne to 
the catafirophe, the furprife of which is managed and 
■ prepared with the greateft art. .We'expedf it indeed 
from the , grand- Ton of Aicid&s, Every thing palTes 
upon the ftsJgc as it did in Afyeenas, The theatrical 
ftrokes are not forced and unnatural ; or fuch;as, by their 
great degree of the marve'feus, fhock all probability: 
they arife entirely from the fubjedl: it is the hiftorical 
.event reprefentccl to us in the rneft lively manner. It 
ipipojlible ^not to be deeply mov’d and affected by 
'■fct fcend. , where Netrbas arrives, at the very iiiftant 
' ' ' when 
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i.vhcn Merope Is going to facrifice her forts on a fup- f 

pofition that file k about to revenge him ; or by that I 

Jeenes where fhe has no other means of faying him 
. from inevitable dcath^ than by difeoyering him to the '■ 
tyrant* The fiftli aft equals^ if not ftirpafies, any of ;■ 
thcfe .few excellent laft afts, which our ftage has to 
boaft of* Every thing pafies . without : not with-- 
Handing which the author has fo artfully and judi- 
ciouily contriv'cds as to bring all the aftion bubre 
us : the narration by Ifrnenia is not one of thofe 
ftudied artificial pieces which are foreign to the fub- 
jeftj where the poeEs wit is made to fliine out of 
its p!ace> fuch as throw, an air of coldnefs and infi- 
pidity over the whole fable. This is nothing but 
aftion throughout. : The trouble and agitation vifible 
in lfmmia<^ are exprelEve of the tumult file de- 
feribes'^. I fay, nothing of the- vcrfificajiionj. which |j 

The Senteisce is as follows*. ^ Jenep:irie point de 

« k^verjyicaiio 7 i\ le poete^ .admih'abie .s 5 

jam:ii-4 iu ^Jurjification ne fui plus belle i&plos claire A wlilch^ li» 
terally trar;.fhited, wosi'd nir. thus: « J iVy jioihing 
^ caiu'^n \ -he poef, an i-.dmirable „has. ipipaifed him- 

^ ielf j ^iover was his ^vcrjlficaflan fo beaiifitol arid ib rieard' Here 
we fee the word.? venityer vnd veihiic^don ,'7;epe,ar*^!gyo lefs than 
ti'iree thne-* in .sa-ee An Engliih Ear is ‘.s." ddkate to ad^ 

niit of this. I h:..ve been frecjuaiiily 'ihi-gvd to :^'ary the birn aii 4 
eMprejTion of the icntence, to avoid ihic re|-.e:n.f3.i of she 
word, which hiinfjlf is guilty thotrli/in'ge-* 

neral, a conxft writer. 
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is more clear and beautiful^ than any I remeiriber fo 
have feen, even in Voltaire^ who is certainly an ex- 
cellent poet: all thofe, in ihort, who feel an honaft 
indignation at the corruption and depravity of our 
'prefent tafte 5 all who have at heart the reforma- 
tion of our ftage ; wdio wifii, that, by a careful 
imitation of the Greeks^ whom in many perfections 
of the drama we have furpaflLd, we might endeavour 
to obtain the true end and defign of it, by making 
the theatre, what it might be made, the fchool of 
■virtue : all thofe, who think thus rationally and fs« 
fioufly, muft be pleafed to fee fo grea.t and celebrated 
a poet as Voltaire employing his fin^ talents in fucb 
a tragedy as this, without love in it* 

He has not imprudently hazarded the fuccefs of fo 
noble a defign 5 but in the place of love has fubfti- 
tuted fentiments of virtue, which are not lefs forcible. 
As much prejudiced as we are in favour of tragedies 
founded on love intrigues, it is ncvenlielcfs true, (and 
we have often obferved it) thafthofe tragedies, which, 
have met with the greated fuccefs, were not indebted 
to their love feenesforit: on the other band, all our 
good crit^ allow, that romantic gallantry has dif- 
graced and degraded our ftage, and feme of our bed 
'wrilers.aifq* ■ 'Fhe grea.. Corneille w^as fcnffble of this ; ' 

■ ■ he 
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he fubmittedj not without relu< 3 :ancy 5 to the reigning 
tafte of the age 5 not venturing to baniflilove entire! v’l, 
he went at leaft fo far as to banifli fuccefefel love: he, 
waul'd not permit it to appear weak or meanj bis t rais'd 
it even to heroifni, choonng rather to go beycncl na- 
tures ^ tender and contagious 

paffion, 

■TliuCg Rev, father^ nave I fent that judgment 
%vhic!i your iliiulrricus friend fbcmVj -defirous of: I 
ViTote k in hakej which Is a proof or my regasd ; but 
the pateioial friend&ip whicli I have jiad jorjiinis 
even from his infancy^ hath not fo far prevail'd as to 
blind me in his favour. You will let khn f:c rrhat I 
have wrote.- I have the honour to bcj my dear friends 
my dear ion 5 the glory of your father^ as I ever inuft- 
■bcs -fincerely your's^ ' , ’ . 


■TOURNEMIN^ 


Voi.-. II!. ■ 


' M 
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T T E R 

T O T H E 

Maeqcis SCIPIO MAFFEI. 

Au.kor of tte Italian M E R O P E, 

■ and many other celebrated Performances. 


SIR, , r 7 

r'-p H E Greeks and Romans, to whom moaern lia.y, 

1 as well as all other nations, is indebted for al- 

moft every thing,- dedicated their works, without 

the ridiculous form of compliments, to tacir 

ft-iends, who were mafters of the art : by this claim 

I take the liberty of addreiSiig to you the French 

Merape. r s 

The Italians, who have been fne reftorers or al- 

moft all the fine arts, and &e inventors of many, 
vrere the firft, who, under the aufpices of I., the 
Tenth, revived tragedy; and you, fir, are tne 
firft who, in this age, when the Sofhoclcan art became 
'enervated by love-intrigues, often foreign to thefub- 
iedl, and as ofon debafed by idle buftooneiies, t at 
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i^fleited difliohour on the tafte of your ingenious 
countrymen^ you, fir, were the firft who had cou- 
rage and genius enough to hazard a tragedy without 
gallantry, a tragedy worthy o^ Athens in' its glory; 
wherein the maternal affefliion conflitutes the whole 
intrigue, and the moft tender intereft arifes fi'om the 
purefc virtue. France prides itfelf in her AthaUah : 
it is indeed the mafter- piece of our ftage, perhaps of 
poetry itfelf: of all the pieces that are cxlhbiied 
amongft us, it is the only one where love is. not in- 
troduced : but at the fame time we mufi: allow, that 
it is fupported by the pomp of religion, and that ma- 
jefty of eloquerice v/hich appears in the prophets* 
You had not that refource, and yet you have fo con-^ 
trived, as to furnifli out five afl;s, which it is fo ex- 
tremely difficult to fill up without epifodes. I mull 
own, your fubjedl appeared to me much more inte- 
refting and tragical than that , of Athalinh ; and 
even if our admirable had worked up his ma- 

fter-piece with mor^art, more poetry, and more ,fu- 
blimity than he has, your’s, I am fatisfied, would 
have drawn more tears from, the audience* 

The preceptor of Alexander^ ought always , 

to have fuch preceptors) the great Arijlotle^ that ex* 
tenfive genius, fo juft, and fo deeply verfed in alitlie 
learning of thofe times, AriJtMh^ in his art ; of 
' M 2 poetry 
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poetry, has declared, that the^ meeting of Mi 
and her fon was the moft interefting circumftancc^of 
the whole theatre. This ftroke’was, in nis 

opinion, infinitely fuperior to all the^ reft. Flntarco 
tells us, that the Greeks, who, of all the people Hi 
the world, had the quickeft feeling, trembled with 
fpar, leaft the old man, who was to flop the arm ct 
ftiould not come time enough. That piece, 
which was played in his time, and a few fragirien " 

which are ftill extant, — ' 


him the rnofi 


afredling of all the tragedies of Euripides-, but it was 
not the choice of his fubjea alone to which that 
poet owed his fuccefs, though in every fpecies of t1:e 
drama, a happy choice is, no doubt, of the greateft 
fervice. ' ■ ' ' 

■ prmueh^kcn lcvtrzlMeropes, but none of them 
ever fucceeded : the authors perhaps overloaded , this 
fioiple fubjedt with foreign ornaments ; it was the 
naked Venus oi Praukelcs which they wanted to cover 
with tinfel. It requires a great dealof time to teach 
men, that every thing which is great ftiould be hra- 
ple and natural. ■ In 1641, when the French, ftage 
began to flourifli, and even to raife itfelr above that 
of Greece, by the genius of P. Corneille, Cardinal 
Michelieu, who ambitioufiy fought for glory of every 
kind, and who had juft then built a magnificent hall. 
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fcr theatrical renre&ntaticns, in the PnUls Rcyalj of 
\rhich he iiad himfclf faniiihcd , the deilgn, ■ had a 
A-Ierope played tliere andsr the name of Tekphonis 5 
ihe plot of it is generally believed to have been in* 
tirely his ov/n. There are about a. hundred verier in 
it. iuppofed to be written .by him; the .reil was by 
CoUcUt^ SAs-R^bertu and Chpchw ; but 

ail the power of Cardinal R:cb{I/£:i coaid not iinpait 
to tiiofe writers that gerdius v/hlch they never pef- 
fefied : his'own.' ww.5 not indeed adapUd :.he ftage^j 
though he had a good tailoj.. fo -that all lie could 
or that cculd be cxpe&d'from him;; y/as fo patronife 
and encourage the great ( 2 ornslIk. 

Mr. Gilbert^ refident of the celebrated Qiieen. 
Chri/thia^ in 16435 gave uz tX% Merops^ which is at' 
prefent as littis known as the other. La Clmpell^^ of ' 
the French acadetiy?. author of a tragedy called ’ 
patm^ .which w^as played with foms ^^cc'efsj .gave us. 
another in 1683, and. took care to' .infert„,a 

love epifode : he complains w/idird in his preface^ tliat 
the critics reproach’d him- with too great a degree of 
the marvellous ; but he was .miftakeiij, it ,was not the 
marvellous that funk his performancej but in reality ■ 
the.w^antof genius, - added^to the- cold nefs and inli- 
pidity of , his verfification : this is the great point, the 

„ ■ ' M 3 ' capital 
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capital fault, that condemns fo many poems to obii- 
vion. 

The art of eloquence in verfe is of all arts the moll' 
dilHcultand the moil uncommon : there are a thoufand 
genlufies to be found, who can plan a work, and put 
it into verfe after the common manner ; but to treat it 
like a true poet, is a talent -which is feldom beffowed 
on above two or three men on the face of the whole 
earth. 

In December^ 1701, M. de la Grange played his 
. JmaftSi which is nothing more than the fubjedt of 
Merope. under another name* Gallantry has its fiiare 
ill this performance likewife 5 and there is more of 
the marvellous in it, even, than in la Chapelleh: but 
it is more interefting, conduced with more art and 
genius, and written with more warmth and power ; 
notwithftanding which, it met with no great fiiccefs | 
Et habent fua fata libelli. 

Since that, however, it has been revived with great 
applaufe 5 and is one of thofe few pieces which 
generally gives pleafure in the reprefentation. 

Before and after Amafts we have had feveral tra« 
g^dies, on fubjeds very nearly refembling this, 
'Wherein a mother is going to revenge the death of her 
fon on the fbn himfelf, and dife overs him juft at the 

inftant 
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inil'ant when fce was about to kill hhii, W,e fre- 
quently faw on cur ftage that' ftriking but rarely- pro- 
bable filuation^ \?hereiii a. perfon comes wuth a poig- 
hard in his hand ready to dcflroy his' enemys and an- 
other arrives at the fame infiantj and inatches it from 
him* This incident recommended^ at leali for a time^ 
the Cii?7ima of Themas Corncilu, 

But amongft all the tragedies on this fubjef:!^ wlilch 
I have here enii me rated ^ there is not one of them 
but what- is Siled with ibrne epifede of love, or rather 
gailaiitry-^ for every thing mufi give way to the 
reigning tafte. But you mufl: not believe, fir, that 
this unhappy cuflom of loading our tragedies with ri-* 
dicubus love intrigues was owing to Racine ^ a crime, 
which, in Itdy^ I know he is generally reproach’d 
with: on the contrary, he did every thing in liig 
power to refonn the public taPee in this particular : 
the paffion of love is never brought in by him as a . 
mere epifode , it, is the foundation or ground-plot of 
all his pieces, and forms the principal interefi : it is 
certainly of all the paiHons themoft truly theatrical, the 
moft fruitful in fentiments, and admits, of the greateft 
variety ; it ought, therefore, • no doubt, to be the foul 
of a dramatic performance, or entirely to be baailhed 
from it: if love is not tragical, it is infipidl and 
■ ■ . . ■ M 4 V . when 
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when h Is tragical, it iliouM reign alone-; it was 
neycr made for a fecond' place. It was • or 

rather we muS own the great Cornellk himfelfs who, 
'in his creation of the ftage, at, the fame time disfigur'd 
and difgrac'd it, by thefe ridiculous intrigues, beipoken^ 
as it were,, and made on purpofe, thofe affairs of 
gallantry, which not being true paffions, were im« 
lyorthy of the ilage : if you wou’d know ibereafon why 
Corneille^s tragedies are fo feldom play’d, thereafonis 
plain enough : it is becaufe, in his Otho^ 

/ Otho-xmk.ts a compliment to his miffrefs more 

* like -a man of wdt than a real lover : he follows fep 
by ffep the .effort of his memory, which it is much 

^ more eafy to admire ton to believe. C^milk her- 

* felf feem’d to be of this opinion 5 fhe wou’d have 
liked much better a difeourfe lefs ftudy’d. — Tell 

^ me then, when Oiho made love to Camilla^ was he 
^ contented, or was file kind ?” 

, It is becaufe, in Pompey^ Cleopatra ( a ufelefs cha* 
radler ) fays that Cafar 

‘ Sighs for:her, and in a plaintive ftile calls himfelf 
‘ her captive, even in the field of victory/ 

: ,■ It 
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It- is Becaufe aflcs Antony j ^ If he has fen ihh • 
adorahU queen I to which Antony replies/^ ^yes^ 

?ny /« 7 ;y 4 I have feen her^ Jhe h incoinparahled I 

It is becaufe, in Sertoruis^ old Seriorius fails in love^ ; f 
not only becaiife he likes the lady, but with' a political . 
view's, and cries out, 

. I love: but it fuits my age fo ill to be in love». 
that I even conceal it from the faJr one whojias , 
charmM me, A*s I know that the deep and yellow ■ 

^ v/rinlcles cn my forehead can have no great pow’r 
in captivating the fenfes. 

It is.^hecaufe, in Oedipus^ Thefeus begins by faying - 
^‘ to Dirce^_ whatever dreadful havoc the pla42;ue may 
^ • make hercj abfeiic.e to -true lovers is Ihr jnore ■ 

• • 

. In -a word, it is becaufe fuchiove as this ■will never ■ 

■ make us flied tears and when that pallon does not ■ 
affefl: us, it muft be quite inilpid. . 

I -have fa id no more here, fir, than-\yhat ail good'' 
judges, and. men of tafte, fay to .one another every/ 

The Presfich is, . ^ 

Oui, Scigr.eur, je I’ai. elle eft incomparable, 

ConverMon of this kind/ as Fc/tev intimates, i.s much too low ■■ 
and familiar fo.r the dt^niw of tragedy; but its being labour’d ; 

1)1 to verfe at the lama time doubtleis makes it ft id raare ridicu- 
cuious. One wou’d icarce indeed have imagin'd., tkit the r 
boailed CornctUe cou’d ever have written fueja coatciTiptible fluff ' 
su? die Hues here quoted, 

M.5^. dayj, 
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day; what you have often heard at my houfe ; in 

1. &ort, what every body thinks, but none dare to 
: i;, publifli ; you know well enough the nature of mankind : 
j:;, half the world write in oppofition to their own opi« 
nions, for fear of fhocking receiv’d prejudices and 
, " vulgar errors. With regard to myfelf, who have 
never mix’d any political referve with my fentiments 
on literature, I fpeak the truth boldly, and will add, 
that I refpeiSl Corneille more, and have a higher opi- 
.'i ;; nion of the real merit of this great father of the ftage, 

. than thofe who praife him indifcriminately, and are 
ii;|| blind to all his faults. 

V;il ^ A Meropewzs exhibited at London in 1731 : who 
j'l wou’d have thought a love-intrigue fliou’d ever have 

been thought of at that time? But ever fmce the 
ji reign of Charles IL love has taken poflefHon of the 
I ;i|| Englifli ftage 5 though there is not a nation upon 

i ll earth by .whom that palEon is fo ill painted 5 but the 

intrigue fo abfordly brought in, and fo badly treated, 

iliii ' '■ ■ 

jlii!,;; ; 

|| ,ijj IJ^ot'withibinding what Mr. F ’iitaire has here alferted, concern- ' 

ii;ii j mg an Engliflj Mtrope^ a£ted at London in 1 7 3 1 , 1 cannot, by ail the 

• l|i!|| enquiiy I have made-amongftpei'fons concern’d in the theati'es at 

'll that time, diicover that any fuch tragedy was ever exhibited, and 

jj .jh imagine it muit therefore have been a iniftake of Mr. FokairEs^ 

whole veracity, in cafes of this nature, is not always to be dt- 
'lljj; peiuied on. 
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is the leaft fault of the EngUfl) Mer ope* The young 
Mgtflhtis^ deliver’d out of priibn by a maid of 
honour, who is in love with him, is brought before 
the queen, who prefenfs him with a bowl ofpoifo% 
and a dagger, and fpeaks thus to him : ^ if you don’t 
® fwallow the polfoDy this dagger fiiall put an end to 
^ your miftrefs’s life*’ The young man drinks the 
poifon, and is carry’d off in the agonies of death : he 
comes back in the fifth a£l: coldly to inform 'Mcrspe 
that he is her fon,. and that he has ilain the, tyrant. 
Merope alks him how this miracle was perform’d : fO. 
which he replies, that^a friend of the maid of , honour 
had put poppy-water, inilead of poifbn,. into the cap* 

« I was only alleep (fays he) v/hen they thoi^ght me 
^ dead s 1 Icarrfd, when I awake, that I was your ' 
fon, .and immediately kill’d the tyrant/ Tims ends 
the tragedy; no doubt but it met with a bad recep-t 
tien:,.but is it not firange that it iliou’d ever have 
been reprefented r Is it not. a -proof- that thp Englij^ 
ftage is not yet reHukl r It- Teems as if the fame caufe 
that depiives tiio Englifli of any excdl-ency in, or ge- ■ 
nius hi muilc and-paintijig, takes from" them alfo all. . 
perrecnoit4n tragedy. This ifland, which' lias pro-^ , 
clirAi the fineli phiiafophers in the;, world/. , is not. 

eq.im-IJy 
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equally produftive of the fine arts ^ and if the EngliJI} 
do not ferioufly apply themfelves to the ftudy of thofe 
precepts which were giv^en them by their excellent 
country-men* Addtfon and Pofe^ they will never 
come near to other nations in point of tafte and lite- 
ratore, . . 

But whilft the fubjefl: of Merope has been thus dif- 
grac’d and disfigur’d in one part of Europe^ it has met 
with better fate in It^lyy , where it has for a long time 
been treated in the true tafte of the ancients. In this 


fixteenth, century, which will be famous throughout all 
ages, the count de Torelli gave us his Merope with 
chorufles. If in La Chapelle's tragedy we find all the 
faults of ikiQ French ftage, fuch as ufelefs intrigues 
epifodes, and a romantic air 5 and in the Englijh au- 
thor the higheft degree of indecency, barbarifm, and 


^ p6'or England 1 'depriv'd in one diort fentence of all tafte and 
'.g^enius for miilic,. painting, and dramatic poetry; an iiland cf 
iavages and barbarians.* coifd one have expefted a cenfure fo 
rniel and unj-nit from a writer of fb rniicb merit as Fclfmre? A 
icvv lines before he had told us, that there is not a nvatioa upon 
ee.h'h wherein love is lb ill painted as by the Engll/li writers. 'Did 
Mr. lYitaire never hear of fuch perfons as or 

SoaihernP Butfuch is the force of prejudice, that nothing can 
-getthe better of it; and yet this inconliftent cenfuret (forfuchwe 
niiUt efteein him,) can boall: in the very next page, that his lonse 
tw his o^tvn cmtiiry has ne'uerjkuthis eyes again]} the merit of foreign- 
ers. > ■ . 

■ — . — Memo fuit wnquraii 

Tani dilji'ar hbi ^ 


abfurdity ; 
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abiurdity; we likewife meet it? tfie Itd'um with 
Jill the faults of the Greek theatre^ fuch as the want 
of aftioHi, and declamation... Youj , have avoided ■ 
all the rocks which they fplit upon > you> who have ! 
done honour to your, country, -by complete models of ■ 1: 
more than one kind, you have given us in your 
rope an example of a tragedy that is at once both fimple * 

and interefting. j, 

The moment I read I was ftruclc with itf my love ' *■ 

to my own country hath never fiiut my eyes againfl 
the merit of foreigners. On the other hand, the more 
regard I have for, the more I endeavour to enrich it, 
by the addition of treafure? that are not of its own 
growth* The defire which I had of tranilating your 
was increas’d by the honour of a perfonal 
acquaintance with 3rouat Paris^ in the year 1733, By 
loving the author,, I became ftill, more enamour’d 
with his work j but when I fat down to it,' I found it 
was impofiible to bring it on the French ftage. We 
are grown exceifivdy delicate : like the Sybarites of 
old, we are fo immers’d in luxury, that we cannot 
bear that ruftic fimplicity, and that defeription of a 
country life, which you have imitated from the Greek 
theatre. I am afraid our audiences wou’d not fiifFer 
young Mg-ifiJms to make a prefent of his ring to the 
man that flops him. I cou’d not have ventur’d tO; 

feize 
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feize upon a hero, and take him for a robher } though, 
at the fame time, -the circumftances he is in authorifes 
the miftake. Our manners, which probably admit of 
many things which your’sdo not, wou’d not permit us 
to reprelent the tyrant, the murthercr of Meropes huf- 
band and children, pretending, after fifteen years, to 
be in love with her ; nor cou’d I even have dared to 
make the queen fay to him, tuiy dul not you talk to me 
of love before, when the bloom of youth was yet on my 
■^ace ? Conv.erfations of this kind are natural ; but 
our pit, which at fome times is fo indulgent, and at 
others fonice and delicate, wou’d think them perhaps 
too familiar, and . might even difeover coquetry, 
where, in reality, there might be nothing but what 
was juft and’ proper. Our ftage wou’d by no means 
have fufter’d Merofe to bind her fon to a pillar, nor to 
ruiiafter him with a javelin, and an axe in her nand, 
nor have permitted the young man to run away from 
her'twice, and beg his lile of the tyrant ; much lefs 
cou’d we have fufter’d the confidante of Merofe to 
have perfuaded Mglftkts to go to fleep on. the flap, 
merely to gi^® the queen an opportunity of corning 
there to affaffinate him : not but ail this is natural : but 
you muft pardon ' us for expecting that nature ihou’d 

alvvays be prefented to us with fome ftroke? of art.5 

ftrokes 
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ftrokes that are extremely different at Paris from thofe 
which we meet with at Verona. 

To give you a proper idea of the different tafle and 
judgment of polite and cultivated nations, with regard 
to the fame arts, permit me .here to quote a few paf-* 
fages from your own celebrated performance, which 
feem dictated by pure nature. The perfon vAio ftops. 
■jQungCrefphontcs^ and takes the ring from him, feys. 

Or dunque in tiio paefe i fervi 
Flan di cotefie gerame ? un bel paefe 
Sia quefto tuo ; nel noftro una tal gemma 
Ad un dito real non fconverebbe. ' 

I will take the liberty to tranllate this into blank verfej,. 
in which your tragedy is written, as I have not time 
at prefent to work it into rhime, 

Flave Saves fucli precious jewels where thou 
Sure "ds a noble country ^ for, with us, 

Such rings might well adorn a royal hand. 

The tyrants's confident tells him, when fpeafcing of 
the queen, v/ho refufes, after twenty years, to marry 
the known murtherer of her family, 

La Donna, come fiii, ricu& e brama 

Women, we know, rcfufe when mofi: they We, 

The 
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The queen's waiting-woman anfwers die tjTantj 
who prefies her to ufe her influence in his favour^. thus : 

diiEmuiaco in A-'ano 

SofFre di febre affako ; alquantl giorni 
• Donate e,for:^a a rinfrancar fuoi fpiriti.- ’ 

The queen, fir^. has. a fever, Yis in vain, 

T o hide it, and her fpirits are opprefs’d 5 
She mufi: have time to recollect them. . 

In your fourth adt,. old Fdlidore afks one of Merope^i: 
courtiers who he. is? To which he replies, I am 
Eurijis^ the fon of Nicmder* Polidore then, fpeaking, 
of Nicander^ talks in the ftile of Ho?mPs N^o?\ ; 

— — . Egli .era hitmano' ■ 

Eliberal, quando appariva, , tutd 
Faceangli honor ; io nii ricordo ancora. 

Diquanto ei fefteggio con bella pompa , 

.. te fue nozze con ch'era figlia ■ 

D’ Olmpia e di Glicon fratel d-Ipparcbo^: . 

Ju dunque fir quel fanciullin che in corto 
. Silvia condur fi)iea quasi per pompa : 

Parnii' Taltir hierx : O quanto fiete prefi% 

Quanto voi v'affrettate, O giovinetti, 

A farvi adulti ed a gridar tacendo 
Che noi diam loco f 

Tht 
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The mofl: humaiiej mofl* genVous of mankind^* r 

Where’er he went, refpe(3;£d and beloyM : ' ■ 

O I remember well the feaft he ffave t 

’ S' . 

When to his Syhm weddedj the fair daughter ! 

Of Glycon^ brother of the brave Htppardmy i; 

.And, Olympia : and art thoii that infant l 

Whom to the. court fo often brought ' 

And fondled in her arms ? alas! methi’nks 
It was but yefterday : how quickly youth { 

Shoots up 3 and tells us we muft quit the fcehe ! , i 

In another place the fame old mans being invited to 
the ceremony of the queen’s marriage^ fays : 

— — Oh curiofo 

Panto io non fon, paffo fcagione, Aflai J 

Veduti ho facrificu> lomirecordo. 

' D1 quello ancora quando il re Crsfphonte 
Incomincio a regnar^ Quellafu pompa*. ; , 

Ora piu non fi fanno a quefti tempi * „ , ' 

DicotalfacrificH, Piu di cento , '4 

Furle beftehvenate i facerdoti ; 

Rifplendeaa tuttij ed ove ti volgefS- 4 

Akro non fi vedea ehe argeato ed oro* ^ 

Mydmeispaft, andcuriolity ' . 

Is now no more : already I have fcen . , f 

Enough,’ 
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Enough of nuptial rites, enough of pomp 
And facrifice : I ftill remember well 
The great folemnityj when king Crejphontes 
Begaa'his reign : O ’twas a noble fsght I 
We cannot boafi: of fuch in thefe our days : 

A hundred beails were offer'd up, the priefts 
In all their fplendor flione, and nought was feen 
But gold and filver. — ■ * 

All thefe ffrokcs are natural, all agreeable to the 
charaders and manners xcpceknted : fuch familiar 
dialogues; woukl, no doabt^ hare been well receiv’d 
at Athem\ but and our pit expe<S afimplicity of 
. apotherkind- We may, perhaps, even boaft of a more 
refined tafle than Atbms itfelf? where, though the prin- 
cipal city of all Greece^ it does not appear to me that they 
fver reprefented any theatrical pieces except on the 
- folemn feftivals ; whereas at Paris- there is always 
, mpre than one every day in the year. At Athens the 
number of citizens was computed at only ten thoufand, 
and Parishzs near eight hundred thoufand inhabitants 
amongfi whom, I fuppofe, we may reckon thirty 
ihoufand judges of dramatic performances, and who 
. .really do pafs their judgments almoft every day of 
their lives*. , 

In 
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In yoiir tragedy you took the liberty i‘o tranflate 
that elegant and fimple comparifon from VitgiL 

Qiialis populea mmrens Philomela fub umbra 

Araiffes queritur fetus, &c. 

But if I were to take the fame in mine, they wouM 
fay it was fitter for an epic poem ; fuch a rigid mafer 
have we to pleafe in what we call the public : 

Nefds, heu! nefcis noftrafaffidia Romae ; 

Et pueri nafum Rhinocerontis habenh 

The Englljhh^ve a cufiom of finlfhing almoft all their 
ads with a firnileej but we expedthat, in a tragedy, 
the hero fhou'd talk, and not the poet. Our audi- 
ence is of opinion, that in an important crifis of af- 
fairs, in a council, in a violent pailion, or zpreBihg 
danger, princes and mmifters flioifd never makt poe- 
tical comparifons. 

How cou'd I ever venture to make the under charac« 
ter$ talk together for a’ long time ? With you, thefe 
converfations ferve to prepare intereilihg feenes Be- 
tween the principal adors: they are life the avenu^ 
to a fine palace : but our fpedators are for cojiiihg 
into it at once. We mull therefore comply with the 

national 
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national tafte, which 'isj perhaps^ grown more dif- 
nciikj from having been cloy'd, as k were, with fuch 
a variety of fine performances : and yet aniongft thefe 
recitals, which our ^'exceiEve feverity condems,' hmx 
many beauties do I regret foe lofs of! How does 
Emple nature delight me, though beneath a form that 
appears ftrange to us ! 

I have here, fir, given’ you fome of thole reafons 
which prevailed on me not to follow what I fo muck 
admired, I was oblig’d, not without regret, to write 
a new Merope : I have done it in a different mannetv 
but I am far from thinking that I have therefore done 
it better, I Ibok upon myfelf, with regard to you, as 
a traveller to whom an eaftern monarch had made a 
prefent of forne very ri <4 ftuf& ; the king wou’d cer.*- 
tainly permit this traveller to wear them according to- 
the fafeion of his own country,. 

My Merop 4 was finifli’d in the beginning of the 
year 1736, pretty nearly as it now ftands ^ ftudies of 
a nother kind prevented me from bringing it on the 
lirage: but what weigh'd moft with me was, the 
hazard which I ran in producing it, after feveral 
foccefsfal pieces on almoff the fame fubjedf,, though 
under different names. At length, however, I 
ver^ur’d to ^ produce it, and, the public gave me a 

■ convincing 
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conviiKiBg proofs that they cou’d condelcend to lee I- 

the ilmie matter work’d up in a different manner* |" 

That happen’d to our flrage which we iee every day in; ’ 

a gallery of piftu.rcsj where there are 'many' of theiH' ■ ^ 

on exadHy the fame fiihjedJ:.' - The judges are pleas’d ■ li 

by the obfervation of thefe different manners, and ;■ 

^ ^ f. 

every one marks down and enjoys/ according to his ,r 

own taffcj the character of every paiiiter* This is a 

kind of happy concurrence, which, at the lame time 

that it contributes tov/ards the perfecdon of the Art* i’" 

gives the public a better inilght into it. If the French- . p 

Merope has met with the fame fuccefs as the L 

it is to you, fir, l am indebted for.it > to that fimpli- . . L 

city in your performance, which I have taken for my , 

model, and which I was always an, "admirer of. ','v 

Though I walk’d in a diff erent path, you -v/ere always •?" 

my guides I cou’d have vvilh’d, after the examples 

of the Itdlaju m^ Englijh^ to employ the happy faci- 

lity of blank, yerfe, and have , often call -d to .mind- this ■ ■ t' , 

paffageof 

Tu lai purche F imagine della voce , J 

Che rifponde da i fafli, dove I’ echo alberga* 

Sempre nemicafu del noflro regho, . 

E fu inventrice deile prime rime. ' ■ 

: ' But , ; 
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But I am fatisfy'd, as I ha^'^e long fiiice declar'd^ that 
fuch an attempt wou’d never fucceed in France^ and 
it wou*d be rather a mark of weaknefs than good fenfc^ 
to endeavour to iliake off a yoke which fo many 
authors have borne, whofe works will laft as long as 
■ the nation itfelf. Our poetry has none of thofe liber- 
ties which your^s has ^ and this is perhaps one of the 
reafons why the Italians got the ftart of us, by three 
or four centuries, in this mofl: difficult and mcil de- 
lightful zru 

As I have endeavourM to imitate you in tragedy, I 
£houM be glad to follow your example in other branches 
of literature, for which you are fo eminently diftin-* 
guifii’d : I cou’d v/iih to form my tafte by your’s in the 
fcience of hiftory 5 I do not mean the empty barren 
knowledge of dates and faSs, that only informs us at 
what period of time, a man dy’d, who perhaps was a 
ufelefs or a pernicious member of fociety 5 the fcience 
of a dictionary, that loads the- memory without im- 
proving the mind : I mean that hlflory of the human 
heart which teaches us men and manners, wliich leads 
us from error to error, and from prejudice to prejudice^ 
into the effeCls of the various paffions and affections 
that agitate mankind : which fliews us all the evils 
that ignorance, or knowledge mifapply'd, have pro- 
duced 
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duced-in the world 1 and which, above all, gives us 
a clue to the progrcfs of the arts, and follows them . 

■ through the dangers of fo many contending powers,, 
and the ruin of fo many .empires. 

It is this which makes hiilory delightful j and it 
. becomes ftill more fo to me, by the place which you ' 
will poflefs amongO: tliofe who hav*e pleas’d and in-- 
.iirudied mankind* It will raife the emulation of pof- 
teiity, to hear that your country has bellow’d on you 
the moil: fignal honours, that Ferona has rais’d a 
ftatue, with this infeription, TO TFIE MARQUIS 
SCIPIO MAFFEI IN HIS life' time. An in- 
feription as beautiful in its kind as that at Montpellier 
to Lewis XIV. after Ms deaths . 

Deign, fir, to accept, with the refpefts of your 
feliow'-citizcns, thoife of a ftranger, who efteems and 
honours you as much as if he had been born at 

■ rma* 


£ 
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L ' E T T.' E R 

F- R O 

Mr. de la Lindelle to Mr. de Yoltaire.' 

SIR, 

Y OU had the polkeneft to dedicate your tragedy 
of Merop£ to Mr. and have iervki the 

caufe of literature both in Itdy and France^ by pointing 
out, from’ the perfedl, knowledge which you have of 
the theatre, the different rules and condudl of the 
Italian and French ftagek The partial attachment 
which you have to every thing that comes froni 
added to your particular regard for Mr. wc u’d 

■ not permit you to cenfure the real faults of that ex-^ 
cellent writer ; but as I have inyfelf nothing in view 
but truth, and the advancement of the arts, I ilial! 
not be afraid to fpeak the Tentiments of the judicious 
public, and which I am fatisfy’d muft be year's alfo. 

The Abbe Desfontaincs had already remark’d ferae 
palpable errors in the Merope of Mr. Maffei % but, 
according to his ufual manner, with morerudenefs than 

juftice: 
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juftice: he has mingled a few good critidfms with I 
many bad ones/' This fatyriftj fo univerfallj deciy’d, F 
Had neither knowledge: enough of the Italhn toiiguej: I; 
nor tafie enough to form an equitable judgment. , 

This then is the opinion of the moft judicious , j' 
■amongft thofe literati whom I have confulted^ both in 
F7^ance on the other fide of the Jlps* Metope ^ 

i=. 

appears' to cveiy one of them, paft difpute, the moil: 
interefting and truly tragic fubjeci' that \yzB ever 
brought on the ftage, infinitely beyond that of . 

Izah 5 becaufe Jihaliah does not want to ailliffinate the t 
young king, but is deceiv’d' by the High-Prieft, wh<3 P 
feeks revenge on her for her former crimes ; whereas 
in Metope we fee a mother, who, in revenging her 
fon, is on the point of murth&ing that very fon him-- 
felf, her only defire, and her only hope : the intereft 
of Metope therefore affedis us in a very different man'^ 
ner from that of AthaUah : but it feems as if Mr.: ^ '4 
Maffei '^'P G^fy'd with what the fthjedi nathralij^', 
fuggeftcd to him, without making ufe of ^ any thea-' 
trical art in the condiidl of it, , , ' ■■ ;■ ' j 

■ I,. The fcenes in many 'places- are notdihked toge-, 
ther, and‘ the ftage is left void fa fault which, ,'4 

■prefenfagd, is looked upon as -unpardonaMoj eyen-i^-:' ■; 4 
the loweft clafe -of dramatic writers. ■ ' ' , - y - , . % 

'■YotAm'" ' N ■>. . 't/The 
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The z&oxs frequently come ih and go out with- 
out reafon ; a fault no lefs confiderable* 

3. There is no probahility, no dignitj’-j no deco- 
lum, no art in the dialogue : in the very firft fcene we 
fee a tyrant reafoning in the calmeft manner with 
Merope^ whofe hufoand and children he had mur- 
thcred, and making love to her : this wouM have 
been biffed at Paris^ even by the pooreft judges. 

, 4. Whilft the tyrant is thus ridiculoufly making 
love to the old queen, word is brought that they have 
found a young man who had committed murder^ 
but it does not appear through the whole courfe of 
the play who it was he had killed: he pretends it 
was a , thief,, who wanted to fteal his cloaths* How 
low, little and poor is this ? it would not be borne in 
a farce at a country fair. . 

5. The captain of the guard, provoft, of whatever 
you call him, examines the muitherer, who has a 
jSne ring upon his finger : this fcene is. quite low co- 
medy, and the ftyie is agreeable to it, and worthy of 
the fcene. 

' . 6, The mother immediately , fuppofes, that the rob- 
'ter, who was killed, is her foh. Jt is pardonable, no 
' dqubf, in i mother to fear every thing s but a queen, 

' wiio is a' mother, fliould have required better proofs. 
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7* midft of all thefe fears, the tyrant PoU* 

phonies reafons with Meropeh waiting-woman about 
his pretended paiEon. Thefe cold and indecent fcenes, 
which are only brought in to fill up the asSl, woifd 
never be fufFer'd on a regular flage. You have only, 
fir, modeftly taken notice of one of thefe fcenes, 
where Merope\ woman defires the tyrant not to h alien 
the nuptials ; becaufe, Ihe fays, her miftrefs has m 
attack of a fever : but I, fir, will boldly aver, in the I 
name of all the critics, that fuch a converfation, and 
fuch an anfwer, are only fit for Harkquifh theatre; , 
i will add moreover, that when the queen, inia^ ' 
gining her fon to be dead, tells us file longs to pull 
the heart out of the murtherer’s breaft, and tear it 
with her teeth, £be talks more like a Cannibal thdJi an 
affi&d mother 5 and that decency ihou’d be prefefvy • 
'in every thing* ■ . ; 'J 

9. Mpjlhu$:i who was brought in as a robter^ and ; 
who had faid that he. had himfelf been attackeS| Is, I 
taken for a thief a fecond: time, and Carried v| 

the queen, in fpite of the king, who notwithfijah^ing: ^ 
undertakes to defend him. The queen binds him to a ,"1 
pillar, is, going to kill fainx with a dm 5 but before Ihc 
throws it, alks him feme queftions^ Mgijfhm tellsferj , 
that his father is an old ma% upon which the qu^h ; 

N 2 ; . immediately. V’: 
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immediately relents. Is not this an excellent reafon 
for changing her mind^ and imagining that ^gi/?/jus 
might be her own fon ? a moft mdifputable mark to 
be fure : is it fo very extraordinary that a young mm 
fhdu’d have an old father? Maffei has added this ab- 
furdity^ this deficiency of art and genius^ to another 
even more ridiculous, which he had made in his firft 
edition. Mgifthia fays to the queen, ‘ O Polydore^ my 
. father/ This was the very man to whom 

Mer&f e had entrufted the care of Mgifthus^ At hear- 
ing the name of , the queen cou’d no longer 

doubt that Was.herfonr thus, the piece wa» 

entirely at ah end. This error was remov'd 5 but re* 
mpvM 5 we fee, only to make room for a greater. 

qUeen-iS.thusridicuIoufly, ;and with- 
out ia'hy-'tea&n', in ftfpen^^ occafioned,by'the''-men- 
tloh of an old man, the tyrant comes in, and takes 
under bi^ prbtedtion. The young man, who 
fbo^u^d /been rep refenl^^^ as a. hero, 'thanks the 
king^vfqr his life, with a bafe and mean fubmiffion that 
isSifgufting,, and entirely degrades the chilradler of 
'Mgtjihm. ' 

: At' length Merepe 'and the tyrant - are left to* 

gel&er J’' Mer^ipe exhaufts her refentment in’ reproaches 

more cold'and lifelefs' 

. ' than 
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I than thefe fcenesj full of declamation^ that have | , 

BO plot, intereft, or contrafted paiEon in them ; thef | 
are ichool-boys icenes : every thing in a play, that is |j 

I without -action, isufelefei. ■ i 

I 12, There is (o little art in this piece, that the au- | 

; thor is always forced to employ confidants to fill up |} 

the ftage. The fourth zdt begins with another cold 
j and ufelefs fcene between the tyrant and the queen’s | 

i waiting-woman; who, a little afterwards, lights, we f 

’ know not how, on young lEglfthus^ and perfiiades !• 

i . him to reft himfelf in the porch, merely to give the ;; 

queen a fair opportunity of difpatching him when;: i, 
befalls afleep; which he does according, to promife.;? 

An excellent plot this ! and then the queen cornea as ; * f 
fecond time, with an axe in her hand, in order to kill 
the youngman, who is gone tofleep far that purpofo;: i 
; This. 'drcumftancc, twice'^ repeated^' „ is,..^ furely ; .■[ 

■j hejghth of -barrennefe,. aa the^ -young 'man’s' fleep ■ ,;I.. 
the heighth of ridicule, Mr, Maffd thinks I . / i 

genius aiid variety, .in this repetition^’ becaufe tho qu'i^n ■ 4 ' f ' 
comes in the firft time with a dart, and , the fecon^l 
i withan'axe, , What a ftrahge'eSeil of’ -fijccy Jx 

t „ 1.3. Atlaft olA Pcljdare con\^^ mid 4? 

vents the queen from ftriking the bla.w*'- 4 ';;,One ' * 

natuxaJly imaginh, .that this bap^^ihftant tm& ^ 

N J ducci. 
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duce a thoufiind* affeaiitg incidents between tbe mo- ' 
ther "and {on ; but we meet with nothing of this kind : 
Mgifthtis flies ofFj and fees no more of his mother: 
he has not fo much, as one fcehe with her. This be-^ 
trays 'a want of genius that is infupportab'Ie. Merope 
afks the old 'man what recompence he demands'; and 
tbe old fool begs her. to make him young again. In 
this manner the queen employs her timej which^ 
doubtlefe flie fhou’d have fpent in running after her 
fon : all this is low> ill-placed, and ridiculous to tbe 
lafl degree. 

In the coutle of this piece the tyrant is always 
forefpoiiflng ; ah^^ to compaft his end, he 

bids her agents tdl her, that he will martber all her 
ferv^ahts, if "flie* does not confent to give him her 



What'a^ ridichlo'uk'idea, 4nd ho# extraVhgaht- 
■ a''tyt^ntT'Couy Maffei "have""f6uhd''“'but''a' 
mdre fpecious pretext to fave the honour of a queen| 
wh6 had meannefe enough to marry the murtHerer of 
whole family ? 

15. Another chlldifla college trick : the tyrant fays 
• tp, his confidant, I know the art of reigning ; Fll 
put the bold and rebellious to death ; give tlie reins 
to all kinds of vice; invite my fubjedts to commit 
atro and pardon the moft 

to the fury of the wicked', 

V. I « &cF 


Cm)* 

^ &c/ Did ever man pronounce fuch vile ftuff? 
This declamation of a regent ^ doth it not 

give us a fine idea of. a man who knows how to go- 
vern ? wa® condemned for having made Ma-- 

than {in \iis JthaUah) fay too much againft himfelf j 
and yet Mathan talks reafonably ; but here it is to the 
laft degree abfurd to pretend^ that throwing, every 
thing into confufion is the art of ruling well j it is ra- 
ther the art of dethroning himfelf. One cannot read 
any thing fo ridiculous without laughing at it, Mr« 
Maffei is a ftrange politician. 

In a wordjk fir, this of Maffei is a fine fub- 
jefl:, but a very bad performaiiice. Every body at 
Paris agrees, that it wou’d not go through one repre- 
fentation ; and the fenfible men in JtaJ^ have a very ^ 
poor opinion of it. It is vain the author . has taken 
fo much pains in his travels, to engage the worft wri- 
ters he nou^d pick up to tranfiate his tragedy : it w;^ ’ 
nnich egfier for him to pay a tranfiator, than to make 
his piece a good one. 
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OF 

Mr. de Voltaire to Mr. de la Lihpells. 
SIR, 

T he letter which you did me the honour to 
write to me entides you to the name of Hy-- 
permiic^ which was given to the famous Scdlger : 
you are truly a moft redoubtable adverfaty : if you treat 
Mt.Maffeiin this manner, what am I to expefil 
from ypui , I acknowledge that, in many points, 
you have too much reafon on your fide. You have 
taken a great deal of pains to rake together a heap of 
brapubks and briars ; but why wou’d you not enjoy 
fee pleafure of gathering a few flowers? there are 
certainiy many in Mr. and which, I dare 

alirm, flourifli for ever. Such are the fcenes 
between the mother and fon, and the narration of the 
cataftrophe. I can’t help thinking, that theft firokes 
“ sfe and pathetic^ You fay, the fubjeS: alone 

ail the beauty but was it not the fame fubje£i 
. . in 
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ill other authors who have treated Menpe ? Why^ 
with the fame ailiftance^ had they not the fame fac- 
cefs? Does not this fmgle argument prove^ that'Mn 
Maffd owes as much to his genius as to his fubjedt ? 

To be plain v/ith you* I think Mr. Maffel has 
fliewn more art than myfelf, in the^ manner by" 
which he has contrived to make Merope tkirnk that 
her fon is the murtherer of her fon. I cou'd not bring 
myfelf to make ufe of the ring -as he did-; becaufci . 
after the royal ring thztBoiluu laughs at in his fa? 
tires, this circumftance wou’d always appear too tri- 
fling on our ftage. We muft confprip to th^ ftihw 
of our own age and nation 5 ■ and, for the fame reafeii,' , ■ 
we ought not lightly to condemn thofe of foreigner^i , 
NeitherMr. Maffsim^l\^^Qr fufficiently explain’d 
the motives that fcouMfoftrongly incline . 

to efpoufe the qiieen. This is,, perhaps, a fault inhe- " 
rentih the liibjedl j but I muft own I think this fault ^ ' , 
very incoinfiderable, when the circumflances it pro* 
duces are fo inMeilihg. The grandpoint is to affect' ' 
and draw tears from the fpeSators. Tears wereffied*^' 
both 2it Verona and at Paris^ This is- the beft anfwer 
that can be madeto the critics. "It is ImpoiHble tobe ' 
perfeQ: ) ■ but how meritorious is' .it to '■ hibve- ''ah 'ah*. ' '' ■; ' 
dience, ■ in fpite of ail our imperfediohsf Mofi 

' tain 


tain it is, that in Italy many things are paffed over, 
which wouM not be pardoned in France : firft, be« 
caufe tajfte, decorum, and the ftage itfelf, is not the 
fame in both s fecondly, becaufe the Italians^ having 
no city where they reprefent dramatic pieces every 
day, canBOt poffibly be fo ufed to things of this kind 
as ourfelves, Opera^ that fplendid monfter, has drove 
out Melpomene from among them s and there are fo 
many of the Cajirati there, that no room is left for 
'Rofcim iLtii Mf&pusc hutif ever the Italians Ihou’d 
have a regular theatre, I believe they wou’d foon get 
beyondus : their fliages are more extenfive, their lan- 
guage more tradable^ their blank verfes eafier to be 
made, their nation poffefled of more fenfibility 5 but 
they want encouragement, peace, plenty, &c. 


JEnd of the Third Volume* 







THE 

WORKS I 

! 

OF I 

• 'i 

V O L T A I R E. ! 

- ' , j 

VoL. XV. ■ " 

■ ' ■' 'i 

Being Vo L. IV. of his ' 

'• ■ : ' ■ ' i 

. , j 

DRAMATIC WO R K i | 



DRAMATIC WORKS 

0 F 

Mr. De VOLTAIRE. 

Tranflated by the Rev. Mr. FRANCKLIN. 
V O L. IV. 



# 


LON D-.O :N4, 

Printed for J. Newbery, R. BALDWIN:, $. Crowd 

and Co, J, Coote, T. Davie-5^ ^ 

K. Frakcklin, and G, KeaRsleY*' ' '/''■'llhtilflf 

■■ ■■■ 

M.DCC.Lm 




1 


This Volume contains^ 

Mekote. a Tragedy, 

PriEFACE to Nanine. a Comedy. 

Nanink. , A Comedy. 
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Englijh Merchaatj fince Arnbailador at CQnjlmitU 
mpk, 

■ A Second Letter to Mr, Falknjsr, .then Am- 
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D R A.M A T I S P E R S O N iE. 

i ' 

Mer.ops> Widow of Crefphontess King of Meflene* 
Mgisthus^ Son of Rlerope. 

PoLipHONTEs, Tyrant of MelFene. 

Nardas, an old Man. 

Euricles, Favourite of Merope. 

Erox, Favourite of Poliphontcs. 

1 5 M £ N I A 5 Coni idan t of Mex'ope, 


ScEJ^K at Mess'enEj in the Palace of Merope. 
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A C T L ^ S C £ N E L -I 
ISMENIA, MEROPK. ’ ' 

ISMENIA. 

L et net, great queen, thy fcul foi ever dwell ; 

On images of horror and delph* ; 

The ftonn is paft, and brighter iuccerd : 1 

Long hail: thou tailed heav’ns fevereit ■ wrat lu '■ 

Enjo)^ its bounties now : the gods, thou fell,, 

Have b]ei{5’'d our land with victory and peaces /.J 

And proud Mcffene, after fifteen years ' I 

Of foul divifion and inteltine wars, ‘ 

Now from her rxiins lifts her tov/’ring front, 

Superior to misfortune ; now no more ^ 

Shalt thou behold her angry chiefs lupport f 

Their jarring Intfrefts^ and in guilt alone j 

United, Ipread deftruflion, blood, and flaiighter, | 

VoL. IV. B Oefr ■: 
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O^er half thy kingdom, and difpute the throne 
Of good CTefphontes : but the mixiifters 
Of heav'n, theguardians of our facred 
The rulers, and the people, focn fliall meet. 

Free in their choice, to fix the powh* fupreme ; 

If virtue gives the diadem, ’tis thine ; 

Thine by irrevocable right : to thee. 

The widow of Crefphontes, from our kings 
Defcended, muft devolve Meffene’s throne : 

Thou, whom misfortunes and firm conftancy 
Have made but more illuftrious, and more dear 5 
Thou, to whom ev’ry heart in fecret ty' d — ~ 

MEROP£. 

No news of Narbas ! fball I never fee 

My child again ? 

" . ■ JSMENIA. 

Defpair not, madam : flaves 

Have been difpatch’d on every fide ; the paths 

Of Elis all are open to their fearch ; 

Doubtlefs the objedl of your fears is plac'd 

In faithful hands, who will reftore to you 

Their facred truft. 

MEKOPE. 

Immortal gods ! who fee 
^My bitter griefs, will ye reftore my fon ? 

Is my jEgifthus living? have you fav*d 

My 
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My wretched infant i O preferve him, fillip 
And fliield him from the cruel miirth’rer’s hand ! 

He is your fon, the pure the fpotlefs blood 
Of your Alcides. Will not protecl 
The dear dear Image of the befl of men^ 

The belt of kingSj whofe aftes I adore. 

ISMENIA. 

But wherefore muftthis tender paflion turn 
Thy foul afide from evh*y other purpofe ? 

MEROPE. 

I am a mother: can'’fl thoii wonder yet ? 

ISMENIA. 

A mother’s fondnefs fhou’d not thus efi^tce 
The duty of a queen, your chara&r. 

And noble rank ; tho’ in his infant years 
You lov’d this fon, yet little have you feen 
Or known of him. 

ME ROPE. . 

Notfeenhim, mylfmenia? 

O he is always prefent to my heart. 

Time has no pow r to loofe fuch bonds as thefe | 

His danger ftill awakens all my fears, 

And doubles my afFedlion : once iVe heard 
From Narbas, and but once thefe four years pall. 

And that alas ! but made me more unhappy, 

B 2 " JSgifthus, 
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thca he told me, well defeiTcs 
A better fate j he's worthy of his mother. 

And of the gods, his great progenitors j 
Expos’d to e/ry ill, his, virtue 'braves, - . 

And will furmount them hope for evVy thing 
From him, butbe aware of Poliphontes. 

ISMENIA. 

Prevent him then, and .take the leiiis of empire 
In your own ha^ids* 

MEROPE. 

That empire is my fon’s : 

Perdition on the cruel ftep-niother. 

The lover of herfelf, the favage heart, 

That couM enjoy the pleafuresof a throne, 

And difinherk her own blood I O no : Ifmenia, 

If my ^gifthus lives not, what is empire, 

Or whaf is life to me ! I fliou’d renounce them* 

I fhotfd have dy’d when my unhappy lord 
Was bafely ilam, by men and gods betray’d, 

O perfidy 1 O guilt ! O ! fatal day.! 

0 death ! for ever prefent to my fight 1 
Methinks ev’n now I hear the difmal flrrieks, 

1 hear them cry, ‘ O favethe king, his wife, 

His Tons;’ I fee the walls all ftain’d with Wood, 

The flaming palace, helplcfs women cruilfd 

'■ ' Beneath 
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Beneath the fmoking ruinsj 'fear and tuiiiult 
On ev’ry fide> arms^ torches, death, and horror: 
Then, i'oird in dufl', and bathing in his blood, 
Crefphontes prefs’d me to his arms, uprrJs’d 
His dying eyes, and took his i air fare vi^ell ; 

Whjiil his two liapieis babes, the tender fruits 
Of our hrfl love, thrown on the bleeding bofom - 
Of their dead father, lifted up the hands 
Of innocence, and beggM metoprotefi tL.:m i 
Againft the barbrous murtherers : jEglfthus 
Alone efcap’d : fome god defended him. ' 

O thou whodid’ll protefl: his infency, 

Watch o^er and guard him, bring him to my eyes ; 

G let him from inglorious folitude 
Rife to the rank of his great anceftors ! 

Fve borne his abfence long, and groanM in chains . 
Thefe fifteen years : now let ^gifthus reign 
Inftead of Merope : foral! my pains 
AndTorrows paft, be that the great reward. 

S C E.N E . IL ' 

ME.ROPE,ISMENI A, E.URJCLE'S. 
MEKOPE. 

Well ! what of Narbas, and my fon f 

Bj EURICLES, 
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. EURICLES, 

Confu^d 

I ftsncl before thee i all our cares are vain 5 
WeVefearch’d thebankii of Peneus^/and the ncldij 
Of fair Olympian even to the walE 
Of proud Saimcneiis, but no Narbas there 
Is to be found or heard of^ not a trace 
Remaining of him, 

MEROFE, 

Narbas is no morcj 

And all is loll. 

.ISM.EHIA. 

y^zt^^QV thy fears fuggeft , 

Thou ftill believ’fl: ; and yet who knows but now» 
Ev’n wbilft wefpeak, the happy Narbas comes 
To crown thy wi&es, and reftore thy fbn. 

EURldLES. 

Perhaps his love, temper’d with fair difcretiDn^ - 
Which long conceal’d ^gifihus from the eyes 
Of men, may hide his purpos’d journey from thee i 
He dreaos the murth’rers hand, and ftill protedb him 
From thofe who flew Grefphontes : we muft: ftrive 
’Ey artful methods to elude the rage 
That cannot be oppos’d : I have 'fecur’d 
Their paflage hither, and have piac\i fome friends 
Of moft approved valour, whofe fharp eyes 
Will look abroad, and fafe condudl them to thee, 

^ . ■ MEROPB 
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MEROPE. 

Tve plac Vi my fiirefl: confidence in thee. ' 

. EURICLES. 

But what alas ! can all my watchfalnefs 
And faithful cares zvzn thee, when the people 
Already meet to rob thee of tliy right. 

And place another on Meffenc’s throne ? 

Injaftice triumpilSj and the feamdefs croud, 

In proud contempt of facred laws, incline 
To Poliphontes, 

MEEOPE, 

Am IfalFn fo low; 

And fhall my fon return to be a flave J 
To fee a fubjefi: rais’d to the high rank 
Of his great anceftors, the blood of Jovd . 

Debas’d, degraded, forc’d to own a mafter* 

Have I no friend, no kind proteftor left ? 

Ungrateful fubjefts ! have you no- regard, 

Norev’rence for the mem’ry of Crefphontes ? 

Have you fo foon forgot his glorious deeds. 

His goodnefs to you? 

EURICLES. 

Still his name is dear, , 

Sull they regret him, ffill they weep his fate, 

B4 ■ And,^ 
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And pky.thine:' but pow'r intimidates, 

„ And makes iheai dread the wrath of Poliphoiites* 

. ME ROPE. 

Thus, by my people fliil opprelVdjj I fee 
Jiiflice give way to faiPcion, int’reil ftillj 
The ai biter of fate, fells needy virtue 
To powerful guilt 5 the weak muft to the flxong 
Forever yield : but let us hence, and ftrive 
To fire once more their coward hearts to rage 
And fierce refen tment, for the injur’d blood 
Of Hercules: excite the people’s love j 
Flatter their hopes 5 O tell ’em, Euricles, 

Their mafter is returned. 

EURICLES, 

IVe faid too much 
Already ^ Poliphontes is alarm’d ; 
f He dreads your fon ; he dreads ynur very tears : 
Reftlefs ambition, that holds nothing dear 
Or facred but itfelf, has fill’d his foul 
With bitternefs and pride : becaafe he drove 
'The ruifian flaves from Pylos and Amphry fa, 

And fav’d Meflene from a band of robbers, 

He claims it as hisconqueft ; for himfelf 
Alone he a£is, arid wou’d enflave us all : 
lie looks towards the crown, and to attain it 
P - AVoTd 
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Wou’d throw down ev’ry fence, break every lawj 
Spill any blood thatHiall oppofe him : they 
Who kill’d thy huibaiid were not more revengeful, , 
More bloody, than the cruel Poliphontes. 

MEROPE. 

I am entangled in fome fatal fnare 

On ev’ry fide, danger and guilt furround m,e : , 

This Poliphootes, this ambitious fubj eft, 

Whofe crimes 

EtJRICLES. 

He’s here: .you mufl diffemble. , 
S G;E-.,N-E IIL . 

MEROFE. POLIPHONTES, EROX . 
POLIPHONTES. : 

Madam, , 

At length I come to lay my heart before you : . 

IVe ferv’d the ftate, and my fucceE,ful: toils 
Have open’d me a paffage to the throne, : ■ 

Th’ affembfed chiefs a while’ furpend theifchoice, , 
But foon muft ’fix it,.or on.Merope, 

Or Po’liphontes ; the unhappy fueds 
That laid Meilene waRe, and fill’d the land 
With blood and llaughter, all -are bury’d now. v 
In peaceful harmony, and we alone ■ 

Remain to part the, fair inbefitance./ . 

B.5 , 
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We {liou’d fupport each other’s mutual claim ; 

Our common int’reft, and our common foes^ 

Love for our country, reafon, duty, all 
Confpire to join us, all unite to fay 
The warrior, who reveng’d thy huroand, he 
"Who fav’d thy kingdom, may afpire to thee. 

I know thefe hoary locks, and wrinkled brow. 

Have little charms to pleafe a youthful fair one. 
l^hou’rt in the bloom of fpring, and may ’ll defplfe 
The W'inter of my days ; but ftatefmen heed not 
Such fond objeftions : let the royal wreath 
Hide thefe grey hairs, a fceptre and a queen 
Will recompenfe my toils ; nor think me rafh. 

Or vain, yoii are the daughter of a king, 

I knew you are, but your Meffene wants 
A mafier'-.now ; therefore remember, madam, , 

If you wou’d keep your right, you muft — divide ir. 

MEROPE. 

Heav’n, that aiHIfls me with its bittVeft w^oes. 

Prepar’d me not for this, this cruel iafult : . 

How dar’H thou alk it ? wert thou not the fubjeiSl 
i Of great Crefphontes ? think’ft thou I will e’er 
^ Betray the memory of my deareftlord, * 

I To Ibare with thee his fon’s inheritance, 

.‘Trull: to thy hands hls..kingdom' and liis mother ? 

. Think'jR: 
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Think’ ft thou the royal wreath was made to bind 
A foldier’s brows ? 

POIIPHONTES. 

That foldier has a right 
To rule the kingdom which his arm defended. 

What was the firli that bore the name of king^ 

But a fuccefsful foldier ? he who ferves 
His country well requires not anceftry 
T o make him noble : the inglorious bloody 
Which I receiv’d from him who gave me life^ 

I ihed already in my country’s caufcj 
It flow’d for thee; and, fpite of thy pYoud fcorn,, 

I muft at leaft be equal to the kings 
I have fubdued ; but, to be brief with you, 

The throne will foon be mine, andMerope 
May fiiare it with me, if her pride will deign 
T’accept it ; I’ve a pow’rful party, Aadam* 

MEROPE. W . ■ 

A party ! wretch, to trample on our laws : 

Is there a party which thou d.ar’fl: fupport . 

Again ft the king’s, againft the royal race f 
js this thy faith, thy folemn vows, thy oatii, , 

Sworn to Crefphontes, and to me; the love. 

The honour due to his illuftrious ftiade, 

■■ Hib 
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His wretched widow, and his haplefs fon ^ 

The gods he fprahg from, and the throne they ga?c ? 

POLIPHONTES, 

’Tis doubtful whether yet your fon forvives 5 
But grant that, from the manfions of the dead, 
HeCnou^'d return, and in the face of heavhi 
Demand his throne, believe me when I fay 
He wouM demand in vain ; Meflene wants 
A mafier worthy of her, one well prov’d, 

A king who cou’d defend her : he alone 
■ Should wield the fceptre who can beft revenge 
: His country’s caufe : ^gifthus is a child, 

I Yetunexperienc’d in the ways ofmen, 

! And therefore little will his birth avail him ; 

I Nought hath he done for us, and nought deferv’d : 

; He cannot purchafe at fo cheap a rate 
j; Medene’s throne, the right of pow’r iupreme 
|‘ Defcends no more, the gift of nature, here 
From fbn to fon 5 it is the price of toil. 

Of labour, and of blood ; ’tis virtue’s meed, 

■; Which I fliall claim : have you fo foon forgot 
l! The favage fons of Pylos and Amphryfa, 

;i Thofe lawlefs plund’rers ? think on your Crefphohtes^ 
jl^And your defencelefs children, whom they flew : 
j! Who fov’d your country then ? who flopp’d their fury? 

Who 
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Who put your foes to flight, and chafed them hence ? 
Did not this atm revenge that murther’d lord 
Whom yet you vi?eep ? thefe, madam,, are my rights, 
The rights of valour : this is all my rank, 

This all my title, and let heav’n decide it* 

If thy JEgtdhus comes, by me perhaps 
He may be taught to live, by me to reign : 

Then fliall he fee how Poliphontes guides 
The reins of empire. I eftcem the blood 
Of great Alcides, but I fear k not j 
T look beyond Alcides’ race, and fain 
Wou’d imitate the god from whom he fprung : 

I wou'd defend the mother, ferve the fon j 
Be an example to him, and a father. 

MEROPE. 

O, fir, no more of your aflfefled cares 5 
Your gen’rous offers, meant but to infult 
My haplefs fan ; if you wou'd wife to tread 
In great Alcides^ fteps, referve the erown 
For his defeendant : know, thatdemi-god 
Was the avenger of wrong’d innocence ; 

No ravifher, no tyrant 5 take thou care. 

And with his valour imitate his juftice ; : 

ProteS the guiltlefs, and .defend your king, 

Elfe flialt thou prove a worthlefs fuccefibr. 
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If thou wou’dfi gain the mother^ feek the fon 5 
Go, bring him to me , bring your inafier here. 
And then perhaps 1 may defcend to you : 

But I will never be the vile accomplice, 

Or the reward of guilt like thine. 

SC E^N E/'IV. . , 

POLIPHONTES, EROX. 
EROX. 

My lord. 

Did you expedl to move her ? Does the throne 
Depend on her capricious will ? Muft fhe 
Condud you to it ? 

^^OLIPHONTES. 

’Twixt that throne and me^ 

I Erox, I fee a dreadful precipice 
I muft o’erleap, or perifh : Merope 
Expeds jEgifthus j and the fickle croud, 

If he returns, perhaps may bend towards him. 

In vain his father’s and his brother’s blood. 

Have open’d wide my paflage to the throne j 
j I|i vain hath fortune caft her friendly veil 
0’er“Kll my crimes 5 in vain have I opprefs’d 
The blood of kings, whilft: the deluded people 
Ador’d me as tkeir friend j if yet there Jives 
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A hateful offspring of Alcides" race : 

If this lamented Ton fhou’d e’er agajit 

Beliold Meffene, fifteen years of toil 

At once are loftj and all my hopes oVrtbrown ; 

All the fond prejudice of' birth and blood 

IV ill fcon revive, the memVy of Crcfphontes, 

A hundred kings for his pro.ud anceftors. 

The boafied honour of a race divine, ?■ 

A mother’s tears, her forrows, her defpair, r- 

All will confpire to fhake my feeble powV: I 

iEgifrhus is a foe I muf!: fiibdue : I 

I wou’d have crufh’d the ferpent in his ? 

But that the diligent and fubtlisNarbas ‘ I 

Convey’d him hence, e’er fmee that time conceal’d f 

■ • , 'I 

In fome far diftant land, he hath efcap’d | 

I 

My narrowefr fearch,. and bajfled all my care : I 

I flopp’d Ins couriers, broke th’ intelligence ,| 

’TVkt him and Merope; but fortune oft ^ | 

Deferts us : from the filence of oblivion |. 

Sometimes a fecret may Ipring forth 5 and heav’n, I 

By flow and folemn fteps, may bring down vengeance* | 

' 1 

EROX* • ■ V ■’;! 

,, 

Depend, undaunted, on thy'proip’rous fate,; ** ' 

Prudence, thy guardian god, flial! ftill prote£i thee : ' f 

Thy orders are obey’d; the foldiefs Watch , i 

Each ■ ,•'! 
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Each avenue to Elis an«dMeffene : 

If Narbas brings -ffigifthus herej they both 
Muftdie. 

POLIPHONTES, 

But fay, can’ft thou depend on tliofe 
TVhom thou haft plac'd to intercept them ? 

EROX. 

■ Yes 

None of them know whofe blood is to be flied. 
Or the king's name whom they muft facrifice* 
Narbas is painted to them as a traitor, 

A guilty vagabond, that feeks fome place 
Of refuge ; and the other, as a Have, 

A murth'rer, to be yeilded up to juftice*.. 

POXIPHONTES. 

It muft be fo : this crime, and I have done | 

And yet, when I have rid me of the fon, 

I muft pofiefs the mother : 'twill be iifeful : 

I fliall not then be branded with the name 
Of an ufurper j flie will bring with her 
A noble portion in the people's love ; 

I know their hearts are not inclin'd to me j 
With fears dejedled, or inflam'd with hope, 

Still in extremes, the giddy multitude 
Tumultuous rove, and int'reft only binds them. 
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That makes them mine. Erox, thy fate depends 
On my fuccefs j thou art my beft fiipport : 

'Go, and unite them ; bribe the fordid wretch 
With gold to ferve me, let the fubtle courtier . 
Expecl my favours ; raife the coward foul, 

Infpire the valiant, and carefs the bold ^ 

Perfuade and promife, threaten and implore : 

Thus far this fword hath brought me on my way j 
But what by courage was begun, by art 
We mull: complete ; that many headed monfler. 
The people, muft be footh’d by flatt*ry*s pow’r; 
Pm fear’d already, but I wou’d be lov’d. 

End of the First Act- 


ACT IL SCENE L 

MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 
MEROPK 

H ast thou heard nothing of my dear 
iEgifthus ? 

No news from Elis’ frontiers r O, too well 
I know the caufe of this ill-boding filence! 


EURICLES. 




20 


M ,.E . - R O P £\ 

EXJKICLES. 

In all our fearch we have difcovcr'd nought^ 

Save a young ftranger, reeking with the blood 
Of one whom he had murther’d : we have chainMj 
And brought h im hither. 

■■-MEROFE, 

Ha ! a murtherer> 

A ftranger too ! whom, think’ft thou, ho has flalii ? 
My blood runs cold. 

BURICLES. 

The mere effect of love 
And tendernefsr each little circumftance 
Alarms a foul like thine, that ever dwells 
0^1 one fad objeS 5 Wthe Voice of nature. 

And will be heard ; but let not this difturb thee, 

A common accident : our borders long 
Have been infefted with thefe ruffian flaves. 

The baneful Fruit of our inteliine broils ; 

Juftice hath loft her povv’r j our hufbandmen 
Call bn the gods for vengeance, and lament 
The blood of half their fellow-citizens, 

Slain by each other’s hand : but, be compos'd, 

Thefe terrors are not thine. 

^ MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 

Who is this ftranger ? 

An! wer aie^ tell me, 

EURICLES. ' 

Some poor namelefs wretch^ 

Such he appeai:s ; brought up to infaray, 

’To guikj and forrow* 

MIROPE, 

Well, no matter whoj 
Or what he is 5 let him be brought before me, ' f 
Important truths are often brought to light 
By meanefl: inftruments. Perhaps my foul I 

Is too much movM ; pity a woman’s weaknels» ^ (i. 

Pity a mother who has all to fear;, I 

And nothing to negleS: : let him appear ; , , | 

rilfee, and queflion him, • • I 

•EURICLES, ’ 

Your orders j madam, 

Shall be obey’d. • ' 

. [To Ifinema.: ; ■■ | 

Tell ’em to bring him here, ■ '•| 

Before the queen. I- 

MEROPE, \ ^ 

’ X know my cares are vain j . ' | 

■ But grief o’erpow’rs, and hurries me to afe J' 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps imprudent 5 but you knoW Fve caufe 
For my defpair ; they have dethron’d my fo% 

And wou’d infult.the mother : Poliphontes 
Plath ta’en advantage of my helplefs fete^ 

And dai*’d to oiFer me his hand. 

EURICLES. 

Thy v;oes 

Are greater even than thou think'ft they are. 

I know this marriage wouM debate thy honour^. 

And yet I fee it muft be fa 1 thy fate 
Hath bound thee to it by the cruel tie 
Of dire neceffity : I know it wears 
A dreadful alpe< 9 :, yet perchance may prove 
The only means of pacing on the throne 
Its rightful mafter, fo th’ allembled chiefs 
And foldiers think 5 theywifli- •— 

MEROPE. 

My fon wou^d ne’er 

Confent to thatj no: poverty and exile, 

With all their pains, were far Icfs dreadful to him 
Than thefe bafe nuptials. 

EURICLES. 

If P aflert his rights 

Alone, fulfic’d to feat him on the throne^ 

Doubtiefs his pride wou’d fpurn the fhamcful bond : 
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But if his foul is by misfortune taught . 

To know itfelf, if prudence guides bis fteps^ 

If his own inPreft, if his friends adv^ice. 

And above all, neceflity, the firil 
Of human laws, have any influence o^er him, 

He wcuM perceive, that his unhappy mother 
Cou’d not bellow on him a dearer mark 
Of her aftedlion. 

MEROFE. 

• Ha ! what fay’ft thou ? 

, EURICLES. 

Truth, 

Unv/elcome truth, which nothing but my zeal, 

And your misfortunes^ {EouPd have v/rdied from me* 

MEROPE. 

Wou’dft thou perfuade me then, that inf reft e’er 
Can get the better of my fix’d averfion 
For Poliphontes, you who painted him 
In blackeft colours to me ? 

EURICLES. 

I deferib’d him 
Ev^n as he is, moft dangerous and bold ; 

I know his raflrnefs, and I know his pov/r j 
Nought can refift him, he’s without an heir* 
Remember that : you fay, you love JEgifthus. 

MERO« 



24 


M , E R" O F " E. 

-MEROPE. 

I do ; and 'tis that love which makes the tyrant 
Still more detefted : wherefore talk'll thou thug 
Of marriage and of empire ? fpeak to me 
Of my dear foh^ 'and tell me if he lives; 

Inform me^ Euricles, 

EURICLES. 

Behold the ftranger 

Whom yon defir^d to queftion ; fee, he comes* 

SCENE IL 

MEROPE, EITRICLES, MGISTJIV'S in chains, 
IS MEN I A, Guards. 

JE G I S T H U S, at the bottom of the llage. [To limenia. 
Is that the great unfortunate, the queen, 

Whofe glory and whofe forrows reach’d ev’n me 
Amidft the defert wild where I was hid ? 

ISMENIA* 

^Tis,ihe* 

^GISTKUS. 

Thou great creator of mankind ! 

Thou, who didll form thofe matchicfs cliarms, look 
down 

And guard thy image : virtue on, a throne ^ 

Is fure the fell and faireft work of hcav’n. 

■ MEROPE* 


^5 


/ M ,E R O P ■ E. 

MEROPE. 

Is that the marth’rcr ? Can fuch features hide 
A cruel heart ? Come near, unhappy youth. 

Be not alarm’d, but anfwer me 5 whofe blood 
Is on thy hands ? 

u^GISTHUS. 

O, queen, forgive me ; fear, 
Refpe£l:, and grief, bind up my trembling lips. 

[Turning to Euricks* 

I cannot fpeak j her prefence fhakes my foul 
With terror and amazement. 

MEKOPE. 

Tell me whom 

Thy arm has Cain. 

iEGISTHUS., 

Some bold prcfuxnptuousyouth. 
Whom fate condemn’d to fall the wretched vidlim 
Of his own raflinefs. , * 

MEROPE. 

Ha ! a youth ? my blood 
Runs cold wdthin me : didft thou know him ? 

iEGISTHUS, 

. No: 

* Meffene’s walls, her fields, and citizens. 

Are new to me, 


MEROPK 
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MEHOPE. 

And did this unknown yoiitli 
Attack thee then r ^twas in thy own defence ? 

■^GISTHirs. . ^ 

■ 1 

Heavhi is my witnefs, I am innocent* 

Juft oil the borders of Pamifus^ where 
A temple flands, facred to Hercules, 

Thy great progenitor, I offer’d up 

To the avenger of wrong’d innocence 

My humble prayers for thee ; I had no viclims, 

No precious gifts to lay before him | all 
I had to give him, was a fpotlefs heart, 

And fimple vows, the poor man’s hecatomb : 

It feerp’d as if the god receiv’d my homage - 
With kind affeflion, for I felt my heart 
By more than common refolution fir’d : 

Two men, both arm’d, and both unknown, farpns’d 
me^ . , , , 

One in the bloom of youth, the other funk 
Into the vale of years : what brings thee here ? 

I’hey cry’d, and wherefore for Alcides’ race 
Art thou a fuppliant ? At this word they rais’d 
T'he dagger to my breaft 5 but heav’n preferv’d me. 
Pierc’d o’er with wounds, the youngeft of them fell , 
Dead at my feet ; the other bafely fled 


Like- 
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Like an afialHn : knov/lng not what blood 
I might have flied^ and doubtful of my, fate^ 

I threw the bloody corpfe into the Tea, 

And fled 5 your foldiers ftopp^ me j at the name 
Of Merope, I yeilded up my arms. 

And they have brought me hither. 



Shall I own it to thee r 
I melted with compaiSon, as he told 
His melancholy tale ; I know not why, 

But my heart fympathisM with his diftiefl : 

It cannot be, I biufli to think it, yet 
Methought I trac’d the features of Crefphonte." : 
Cruel remembrance ! wherefore am I mock’d 
With fuch deceitful images as thefe, 
Suchtbnddelufions ? ' 


EURICLES. 

Do not then embrace 

Such vain fufpicions, he’s not that barbarian. 
That vile impoftor, which we thought him. 


MBROPE. 

.■ No: 

Heav’n hath imprinted on his open front 
VoL. IV, ' C 



The 
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The marks of candourj and of honefty. 

Where wert thou born ? 

^GISTHUS. 

In Elis. 

MliKOPH. 

Ha! in Elia! 

In Elis ! fayfl: thou ? Knovvfl: thou aught of NarbaSj 

Or of ^giflhus ? Never hath that name 

Yet reach’d tiiine ear ? What raakj conditioiia friend Sj 

Who was thy father r 

MGISTHUS. 

Polycletes, madam, 

A poor old man : to Narbas, or iEgiftliiis, 

Of whom thou fpeak’ft, I am a ftranger. 

ME R OPE. 

Gods ! 

Why mock ye thus a poor unhappy mortal ? 

A little dawn of hope juft gleam’d upon me, 

And now wy eyes are plung’d in deepeft night ; 

Say, what rank did thy parents hold in Greece ? 

MGISTHUS, 

If virtue made nobility, old Sirris 

And Polycletes, from whofe blood I fprang, 

Are not tobe defpis’d: their lot indeed 
Was humble? but their exemplary virtues 
Made even poverty reipedabie : 


Clotli’d 
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Cloth’d in his ruftic garb* my honeft father 
Obeys the lav/s* dees all the good he can, 

And only fears the gods. . 

ME ROPE. [Aikk. 


How ftrangely he afFecirs me ! evVy word 
Has feme new charm : ■ 

[Turnirsg to iSgiilhus:. I 
But wherefore left yon then ■ 
The good old man ? It mufi; be dreadful to him I 

To lofe a fon like thecr 

^GISTHUS, ■ r 


A fond defire . 

Of glory led me hither : I had heard 
Of t'our Mciiene’s troubles* and vour own : 

Oft had i heard of the illuPcrious queen* 

Whofe virtues merited a better fate ; 

: The fad recital movki my foul 5 aiham’d 

'' To fpendat Elis my inglorious days* 

i ■ I long’d to brave the terrors of the field 
I Beneath thy banners : this was my defign. 

And this alone : an idle thirfl: of fame ^ 

^ ■ Milled my fteps* and in their helplefs age ' , : " ' 

Perfuaded me to leave my w^retched parents : 

^Tisiny firfc fimlt* and 1 have fufFer’d for it : 
tleav’n hath aveng’d their caufe^ and I sun falFn „ 

Into a fatal ihare. ■ 

! ' Cz MEROPE/'A 

w • ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■■ ■ ■ ■ 'A 
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j:';:'] ^Tis plam he is not, 

1. i Cannot be guilty; falfehood ne^'-er dwells 
’ ' j , ,, I With fuch ingenuous fwect fimplicity : 
i ' Heaven has condudied here this haplefs youth^ 

; : I And I will ftretch the hand of mercy to him : 

It is enough for me he is a man. 

And moft unfortunate ; my fon perhaps 
|, ‘|; j Ev’n now laments his more difl'refsfal fate : 
ji I;j O he recalls -®gifthus to my thoughts : 

(,1;! Their age the fame; perhaps iEgifthus now 
j) ;i‘,| Wanders like him from clime to dime, unknown, 
jj j*i!| Unpity’d, fuffers all the bitter woes 
And cruel fcorn that waits on penury : 

|j( !„j|. Misery like this will bend the firmeft foul, 

1 1 I'j l And v/ither all its virtues r lot fevere 
I ' For a king’s offspring, and the blood of gods ! 

: O if at leaft— — 

. - 

s.cENE in. 


? ,!i-i i MEROPE, jaSGISTHUS, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 

Jii 'S' i‘ 

ISMENIA. 

Hark ! madam, heard you not 
j Their loud tumultuous cries ? You know not what 

, ' • MEROPE. 

1 1 JHffcence are thy fears ? 

p.'v ' . ' ■ 


ISMENIA, 
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ISMENIA. ; 

’Tis PoHphontes’ triumph : 

The wav’ring people flatter his ambition, 

And give their voices for him , he is chos'n 
MefTene^s king : 'tisdone,. 

^GISTHUS. ■ j 

■ I thought the gods | 

Plad on the throne of her great Aaceftors I 

Plac’d Merope : O heav’n ! the greater ftill t 

Our rank on earth, die more have we to fear ; 

A poor abandon’d e.xile, likernyfelf, ' I 

Is lefs to be lamented than, a queen : , i 

But we have all our forrows. 

[iEgiilhus i$ led oli, 
AURICLES. [To Meiope, 

I foretold it : 

You were to blame to fcorn his proffer’d hand, i 

And brave his powV* . ' 

MEROPE. ’ ■ ■ ; 

I fee the precipice p . • 

' That opens wide its horrid gulph before me ; , ^ * 

But men and gods deceiv’d me 5 I expeSed 
Juftice from both, and both refus’d to grant it» 

•EURICLEa 
I will aflemble -yet our Httle force 

Of trufty friends, to anchor, our pcsor bark, ' d 

C 3 Aiid 
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And fave it from the fury of the ftorm ; 

To fliieicl thee from the infults of a tyrant^ 

And the mad j/age of an ungrateful people* 

SCENE IV. ■ 

■MEROPE,- ISMENIA. 
ISMENIA. 

’Tis not the people’s fault 5 they love you fiilly 
A nd woif d prcferve^the honour of your crown : 
They wd£h to fee you join’d to Poliphontes, 

That from your hand he then might feem to hold 

The fov’reign pow’r. 

■ ‘P4ER0PE. 

They give me to a tyrant. 

Betray 3 !gifthus, and enflave his mother. 

- " W ISMENIA. 

They call you to the throne of your fore fathers : 
Obey their voice ; it is the voice of heav’n. 

MEROPE. 

A nd woud’ft tboii have me purchafe empty honours 
With infamy and fliame ? 

'■■'SCENE V. ' 

^ MEROPE, EURICLES, ISMENIA. 

EURICLES. 

■.■■ 'T' ,0 -queen, I tremble * 

To {land b^fo^theei; - now prepare thy heart ^ 


For 
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For the moH dreadful fooke j call forth thy courage 
To bear die news. 

MESOPE. 

I have no courage left, 

’Tis worn out by misfortune • but no matter 
Proceed, inform me. 

' EURICLES. 

All is pafr j and fate— — — 

I can no more. 

MEROPE. 

Go on : my fon— — • ' 


EURICLES. 

. . He’s dead ; 

Itis too true: thedreadful news hath ixiock’d 
y our friends, and froze their addve zeal. 


ME'ROPE. 


jEgifihus, dead ! . 

O gods / : r . 


My foii. 



, 'EURrcLEg!' v' 

Some hale aliaflins 

Had in his paflkge laid the fnares,of death j 
The horrid crime is done. - • - 


C4 MEROPE. 
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MEROFE. 

O hateful day ! 

Why fliines the fun on fuch a wretch as me ? 

He’s loft j he’s gone : what cruel hand deftroy’d him 
Who filed his blood, the laft of my fad race ? 

EURICLES* 

It was that ftranger, that abandon’d fiave, 

Whofe perfecuted virtue you admir’d. 

For whom fuch pity rofe in your kind breaft 5 
Ev’n he whom you prpte<9:ed. 

MEROFE^ 

, , Can it be ! 

Was he that monfter i 

EURICEE8. 

" We have certain proofs^ 

And ■ have difcover’d two of his companions. 

Who, lurking here, y^pre fill I in fearch of Narbas, 
Who had efcap’d them : he who flew jEgifthus 
Had taken from your fon tliefe precious fpoils, 

[The armour is ihewn at a diftance at the further end of the flage* 
The armour which old Narbas bore from hence. 

Tile traitor, that he might not be difcover’d. 

Had thrown afide thefe bloody witneiTes. 



MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 

What haft thou told me ? O thefe trembling hands 
Did on Cref[:>hontes put that very armour 
When firft he went, to battle.- Ye dear reliques^ . 

O to what hands were ye deliv-ePd J monfter, , 

To fsize this fecred armour. 

EURICLES. 

^Tis the fame 

dEgifthus did bring hither. 

MEROPE. 

Now behold it 

StainM with his blood f but in Alcides’ temple 
Did they not fee a poor old man ?' 

EERICLES. 

’Tv/as Narbas 

So Polip'hontes owns., ^ - . . " ■ , . 

MEROPE,. 

. O dreadful truthl 

The villain^ to cpjticeal -hifs crime> bath caftr . ; 

His body to the waves, and buryY him , . . 

Intherude ocean :.Q rfee it allj;: : 

All my fad fate ; O my unhappy foil ‘ 

EURICLES.. 

Wou^d you not have the traitor brought before you, , 

And queflion'''d here ? ' , ^ V 

‘ ■ C..5, ■ S C E N E., 
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MEROPE, -EUKICLES, ISMENIA, EROX, guards. 
EROX. 

Permit me in the name 
Of Poliphontes, my -rejeded mailer ^ 

Perhaps rejedled but becaufe unknown^ 

To ofFer you, in this diftrefsful hour, 

FJis beft afliilance : he already knov/s 
iTgiilhus is no more, and bears apart 

in your misfortunes. 

. ’ MEROPE. 

That I know he. does, 

A joyful part, and reaps the fruits of them. 

The throne of my Crefphontes, and ^.gifthus. 

EROX.,,' 

That throne he,wi£hes but to jQwe with you,. ' . 

And throw his fceptre at thy feet 5 the crown 
He hopes will make Iiiih worthy of thy band : 

But to' my hands the murthh*er muft be giv’n. 

For facred is the powVdf puniftiment, 

^Tis a king’s duty ^ he alone muft; wield 
The fword of juftice, the throne’s beft fupport. 

That to his people and to you he owes ; 

ft: hym^n, rites the murjh’rers blood ihall flow, 

A grateful facrifice. 

' ..... ^ ' ME''ROP'E 
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MEROPE.- 
My hand alone ' 

Shall ftrike the fatal blow : though Poliphohtes 
Reigns o*'er Meffene, he muft leave to me 
The work of vengeance : let him keep my kingdoms 
But yield to me the right of punifcment : 

On that condition, and on that alone, 

I will be his : go, and prepare the rites; 

This hand, frefli bleeding from the traitor’s bofoms 
Shall at the altar join with Poliphontes^ 

EROX. 

Doubtlefs, the king, whofe fympathetic heart - 
Feels for your woes, will readily confent.. 

S C E N E VL 

MEROPE, EURICLES^TSMENIA,'.. 
MEROPE. 

O Euricles, this vile detefted marriage, 

Whate’er I promis’d, ne’er will come to pafs : 

This arm fhall pierce the favage murth’rer’s breafi:, , 
And inftant turn the dagger to my own. 

EROX. 

O ! madam, let me by the gods conjure you — 


MEROPE;,- 
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MEROPE. 

They have opprefs’d me foreJy ; I have been 
Too long the objeft of their wrath divine ; 
Theyjiave depriv’d me of my deareilxhild, 

And at their altars fliall I afk a hufband ? 

Shall I condiidi a Granger to the throne 
Of my forefathers ? woud’ftthou have me join 
The Hymeneal to the fun’ral torch ? 

Shall Merope flill raifeher weeping eyes 
To heavhij that fliines no more on my Aigifthus ? 
Shall fee wear out her melancholy days 
j l Beneath a hateful tyrant, and expedl 
? Ill In tears andanguife an old age of forrow ? 

1 ! i When all is loft, apd notevfe hope remains, 
i j'i '-Tolive, isfeameful, an4to-die, our duty. 


End of the Second A’ct, 



N AREAS. 


= I ' O grief! O horror ! O the weight of age ! 

' |ii ^The youthful hero’s warm imprudent ardor 
, ;j| Was not to be reftrain’d ; his courage burft 
,;|l inglorious chains of vile obfcurity, 


And 
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And he is lofl: to me, perhaps for ever. 

How fhall I dare to fee my royal miftrefs ! 
Unhappy Narbas [ hither art thou come 
Without ^gifthus ; Poliphontes reigns. 

That fubtle proud artificer of fraud. 

That favage murthVer, who purfued us fill! 
From clime to clime, and laid the fiiares of death 
On evVy fide, fix'd on the facred throne, 

Which by his crimes fo oft he hath profanM, 

The proud ufurper fits, and fmiles fecure : 

Hide me, ye gods, from his all-piercing eye. 

And fave iEgifthus from the tyrant’s {word : 

0 guide me, heav’n, to h!s unhappy mother. 

And let me perifli at her feet ! once more 

1 fee the palace,, where the beft of kings 
Was bafeiy ilain, and his defencelefs child 
Sav’d in thefe arms 5 and after fifteen years 
Shall I return to fill a mother’s heart 
With anguifh ? who will lead me to the qiieen ?' 
■No friend appears to guide me : but behold. 

Near yonder tomb I fee a weeping croud, ; 

And hear their loud laments ! within thefe walls 
For ever dwells fome perfecuting god. 

SC 
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SCENE IL 

NAKBAS, IS MEN I A, at the further of the flage 
feverai of the queen’s attendants, near the tomb of Crefphontes. ' 

IS MEN I A. 

- What bold intruder prelles thus unknown 
To the queen '"s prefence, and difturbs the peace 
Of her retirement ? comes he from the tyrant 
A fpy upon our griefs, to count the tears 
Of the afflicted ? 

NARBAS,. 

W ho foe’er thou art, 

Excufe the boldnefs of a poor old man ; 

. Forgive th’ intrufion ; I wouM fee the queeii^ 

Perhaps may ftrve Eer* 

ISMENIA,. 

What a time is this 

' ; Which thou haft chos’n to interrupt her griefs ! 

Refpefl: a mother’s bitter forrow’s ; hence, 
ftranger, nor offend her fight. 

NARBAS. . 

, O, ill the name of the avenging gods. 

Have pity on my age, my misfortunes : ■ 

I am no ftranger here : O, if you ferve . 

^1 • ,AAd love the queen, forgive the tears that long 
Have flow’d for her, and truft a heart that feels 
^ For Merope as deeply as thy own. 



What 


R' ?■ T E. ■ 
What tomb is that where you fo late did j ola 
Your griefs? 

ISMENIA. 

The tomb of an illuftrious herO;^ 

. r ■ A wretched father, and a haplefe king, 

‘ ■ The tomb of great CrefplioBtes, 


Ye honour’d allies ! 


K A R B A S, [ Going towards the tomb. 

My lov’d mafter f 


ISMENIA. 


But Crefphontes’ wife 
Is more to be lamented ftill. 

: NARBAS. 

What worfe 

Cou’d happen to her ? 

ISMENIA. 

A moft dreadful llroke ; 

Her fon is flam. 

NARBAS. 

Her fbn ! ^gifthus ! gods ! 

And is ^gifthus dead? 

ISMENIA. 

All know it here 


Too well. \ 
Her ion ? 


NARBAS. 




ISMENIA, 




E. 
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■ ISME^NIA. ■ ■ 

A barbarous aflaiEn 
Did ilay him at Mefiene’s gates. 

■N ARB AS. 

O deathy 

j did fore tel thee : horror and defpair ! 

Is the queen fure^ and art thou not deceiv’d ? 

ISMENIA. 

O ^tis too plain ; we have undoubted proofs 5 
It muft be fo ; he is no more. 

RARE AS. 

Is this 

The fruit of all my care ? 

. ' ISME.HIA.. 

The wretched queen. 

Abandon’d to defpair, will fcarce furvive him : 

She liv’d but for her child, and now the ties 
Are loos’d that bound her to this hated life : 

But, e’er flie dies, with her own hand Ihe waits 
To pierce the murth’rer’s heart, and be reveng’d ^ 
Ev’n at Crefphontes’ tomb his Hood Qiall flow. 

Soon will the vidllsn, by the king’s permiflion, 

Be hither brought, to perifli at her feet : 
i^But Merope is loft in grief, and therefore, 

' Wou’AwHh to be alone : you muft retire. 

‘ NARBAS. 
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NARBAS. 

If it be fo, why fhou’d I feek the queen i 
I will blit viilt yonder tomb, and die. 

SCENE IIL 

IS MEN I A. [Alone. 

This old man feems moft worthy : how he wept ! 
Whilft the unfeeling Haves around us feem. 

Like their proud mafter, but to mock our forrows : 
What int’reft cou’d he have ? yet tranquil pity 
Doth feldom flied fo many tears ; methought 
He mourn'd the loft AEgifthus like a father : 

Hemuft be fouglit hut here's a dregful fight* 

SCENE IV. 

MEROP^ ISMENIA, EURICLES, ASQXSTHCJS in chatos, 
guards, facrificers. 

MEROPE. [Near the tomb. 
Bring forth that horrid vidtim to my fight 9 
I muft invent fome iiew unheard of torment. 

That may be equal to his crime ; alas! 

Not to my grief, that were impoifible* 

iEGISTHUS. 

Dear have I bought thy momentary kindneft. 
Guardians of innocence, protedi: me now! ■ 

EURICLES. 
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EURICLES. 

Before the traitor fufFers, let him name 
His vile accomplices. 

M E R C P E . [ Coming forward. 

He miii?: he iliall ; 

Sajj monfter^ what induc’d i bee to a crime 
So horrible to nature ! how had I 
E’er injur’d thee ? 

JEGISTHUS. 

Nov/ bear me witnefs, gods^ 

You who revenge the perjuries of men. 

If e’er my lips knew'fraud or bafe impofture ; 

I told thee nought but fimple truth 5 thy heart, 
pierce as it was, relented at my tale. 

And you ftretchM forth a kind pro tefting hand s 
So foon is juftice weary of her talk ? 

TJnweetihg I have fked foiile precious blood : 

Whofe vyss it, tell me, what new int’reft fways thee ? 

ME ROPE. 

, What intereft ? barbarian ! 

MGisrnxjs. . 

O’er her cheek 

A deadly palenefs fpreads : it wounds my foul 
To fee her thus. O I wou’d fpill my blood 
A thoufand times to fave her. 

MEROPE. 
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MEROPE. 

" Subtle villain ! 

How artfully diffembled is that grief ! 

He kills moj and yet feems to weep my fate* 

[She falls back into the arms of Ifocnb*. 
EURICLES, 

Madanij revenge yourfelf, revenge the laws. 

The caufe of nature, and the blood of kings* 

JEGISTHUS. 

Is this the royal juftice of a court? 

Ye praife and flatter firJi, and then condemn me. 

Why did I leave my peaceful folitude ! 

O good old man, what will thy forrows be. 

And thou, unhappy mother, whofe dear voice 

So oft foretold — — 

. - MERC PE.' ' 

Barbarian, and haft thou 

A mother ? I had been a mother: yet 

But for thy rage, . thou haft deftroy ’d my fon* 

JE GIST HUS. ' 

If I am thus unhappy, if he was ' • ' 

Indeed thy fon, I ought to fufFer for it j 
But though my hand was guilty, yet my heart 
Was innocent : heav'n know^s I wou’d have giv"n , 
This day my life to fave or his or thine. 

MEROPE*: 
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me:rope. 

Did’fl: thou take this armour from him ? 


JSGISTHirS. 

m: 

It is my ^wn* 

MEKOPE. 

What fey’ft thou ? 

MGlSrilUS. 

Yesflfwcar 

By thee, by him, by all thy anceflors, > . 

My father gave to me that precious gift. 

MEKOPE. 

Thy father! where? in Elis: how he moves me ! 
What was bis name ? Jpeak, anfwer- 


JEGISTHUS. ' 

Polycletest 

Eve told thee fo already, 

ME HOPE. 

O thou rive'll: 

Mj heart : what foolifli pity floppy my vengeance ? 

It is too much : affiftme, friends, bring here 
Themonfter, the perfidious --~- 

[ Lifting up the dagger, 

O ye manes 

: f CJf my dear fon, this bloody arm — — 

NARBAS. 



M E R O 

^ NARB.AS* 

What woud^ft thou do ? 

MEROPE. 
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[Entering on a fudden, 
O gods I 


Who calls? 

NARBAS. 

, Stop : flop “ alas ! 
If I but name his mother, he^s undone 

MEROPE. 

Die, traitor. 

NABBAS. • 

Stop. 

^GISTHUS. [ Turning towaz'ds Narbas. 

, My father! 

MEROPE. 

Ha ? his father I 


JSGISTMUS. [ToNarhss. 

What do I fee ? and whither wert thou going ? 
Cam'ft thou to be a witnefs of my. death ? 

N ARB AS. 

O, madam, go no further Euricles, 

Remove the vicflim, let me fpeak to thee. 

EURICLES. 

[Takes away JEgiO:hus, and ihuts tip the lower part of the toe.} 

O heav’n ! 


I 


I 

'i 


I 


I 



ME ROPE. 
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M E R O P E. [ Coming forward, 

Thpu mak’ft me tremble ; I was going 

T’avenge my fon. rtr „ 

N ARB AS. [ Kneeling down. 

Tofacrifice — jEgifthus. 

MEROPE. 

iEgifthusIha! 

NARBAS. 

’Twas he, whom thy rafli arm 

Had well nigh flain ; believe me, ’twas iEgillhus. 
MEROPE. 

And lives he then ? 

NARBAS- 

’Tis he, it is your fon. 

MEROPE, [Fainting away in the arms of limema. 

ISMENIA. 

Goodheav’n! rr • 

, ' NARBAS. [ToICnenia, 

Recall her fleeting fpirits ; 

This fudden tranfport of tumultuous joy. 

Mix’d with anxiety and tender fears. 

May quite o’erpow’r her. 

MEROPE. [Coming to herlelf. 

Narbas, is it you? 

Or do I dream ? is it my fon ? where is he ? • 

Let him come hither. 

NARBAS. 


I die! 



M E O 


E. 
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IN! ARB AS. 

No : refrain your love, 

Reftrain your tendernefs. . , ' , ^ 

[To Ifmenia* 
O keep the fecret ; 

The fafety of the queen, and of ^Egifthus, 

Depend on that. 

MEROPE. 


Alas ! and muft frefh danger 
Embitter my new joys r O dear ^Egiibhus, 

What cruel god flill keeps thee from thy mother ? 
Was he reftorki but to afflifl: me more ? 


NARBAS. 


You knew him not, and wou’d have ilain your fon : 
If his arrival here be once difcover^d, 

And you acknowledge him, he^s loft for ever. 
DilTemble therefore, for thdii know % that guilt 
Reigns in Meffene : thou art watch'd 5 be cautious. 

S C E N E V. 

'MEROPE, EURICLES; NARBAS, ISMKNIA. 
EURICLES. 

Tis the king*s order, madam, that we feize — — 
MEROPB. , . , • 


EURiri.FS. 


Whom? 


•5'p M. El I> O' P E- 

The young ftrsnger^ whop tlpuhad'il condemn’d 
To death. 

M'E ROPE/ ' [ With tranQ>ort. 

That ftranger is my child;, my fon ; 

They wou’d deflroy hiroj, Narbas, let us fly 

N ARB AS, ; 

No : ftay, * 

. ME ROPE, 

It is my fon ; they’ll have him from mcy 
My dear ^gifthus : why Is this ? 

E0RICLES. 

The king 

Wou’d queftion him before he dies. 

MEROFE. 

Indeed ! 

^nd knows he then I am his mother ? 

, EXJKICEES. 

' • ' No^ ' 

^Tis jet a fecretto them ail. - ■ • ^ 

. , MEROFE, 

' ^ W’eMy 

Tof oliphontes, implore his \ 

SARBAa.> 

K ^ 

FearPoiipilontcs, and implore the gods. 

EURICLES, 
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EURICLES. 

Hovve’er -iEgifthus may alarm the tyrant^ 

Thy promis’d nuptials make his pardon fare : 

Bound to each other in eternal bonds. 

Thy fon will foon be his 5 though jealouly 
May now fubfift, it mull be loll in love 
When he’s your hufband. 

NARBAS. 

He your hufband, gods ! 

Tm thunder ilruck. 

MEROPE. 

I will no longer bear 
Such anguilh, let me hence* 

NARBAS. 

Thou flialt not go : 

Unhappy mother ! thou flialt ne’er fubmit 
To thefe detefted nuptials. 

EURICLES. 

She is forc’d 

To wed him, that £he may revenge Crefphontes* 

■ NARBAS. 

He was his murth’rer. 

MEROPE. 

He! that traitor ! , 

NARBAS. 

' ■ . Yes: 

By Poliphontes thy AEgifthus fell, 

Vot.IV. , ^ 


M E R O P E. 


5 ^ 


Hi5; father, and his brothers : 1 beheld 
The tyrant weltVing ij Cs-eiphojites’ blood. 


O gods ! 


MEKOPE. 


NAkBAS. 


I iliw bint gior'ing in his Crimes ; 

Saw him admit the xoe, and through che galacc 
Spread fire and ilaughter , yet appear'd lo thofe 
Who knew him not th ’avenger of chat kingr 
Whom he had flaia: 1 pierc'd the favage croud, 
And in my feeble arms uprais’d your fon, 

And bore him thence; the pitiying gods protected 
His helplefs innocence : thefe fxxteen years. 

From place to place I led him, chang’d my name 
To Polycletes, hid him from the foe, 

And now at laft itfeems have brought him hither. 
To fee a tyraiiton MefTene’s throne, 

And Mcrope the wife of Poliphontes. 


MEKOPE. 

Tby talc has harrow’d up my fouL 


'*ris Poliphontes. 


EURICLES. 

He comes : 


MEROPE. 
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ME ROPE. 

Is it poilible ? 

AwaVs good Narbas, hide thee from his rage. 
NARBAS. 

Nowj if ffigifihus, e’er was dear tothee, 

Diiicmble with the tyrant 

EURICLES. -f 
We.muilhide 
This fecret in the bottom of our hearts, 

A word may ruin all, • 

MEROPE. [ToEiinclcs. 

Go thou and gnard 
That precious treafure well, 

EURICLES. 

■ O doubt it not.' 
MEROPE. 

My hopes depend on thee : he is tny fon 
Remember, and thy king.— The monger comes. 

SCENE VL 

MEROPE^ FOLIFHONTES, EROX, IS:\1EMIA, At^cndanlt. 
FOLIPEONTES. 

The altar is prepar*d, the throne awaits you, 

Our inthdb icon will with our hearts be join'd : 

13 2 As 



54 M E R O P E. 

As kings 3>id hufband, ’tis my duty now 

Both to defend and to revenge: you, madam : 

Ttvo of the tiaitors I have feiz’d already. 

Who fliall repay the murther with their blood : 

But, fpite of all my care, thy tardy vengeance 
Hath leconded but ill my purpofes ; 

You told me you wou’d v ifn y'ourfelf to flay 
The murthr’er, and I gave him to your juftice. 

MEROPE. 

O that I might be my own great avenger ! 

POLIPHONTES. 

•Tis a king’s duty, and flial! be my care. 

MEROPE. 

Thine, faicl’ft thou ? 

POLIPHOx'^TES. 

W herefore is the facrifice 
Delay’d ? doft thou no longer love thy fon ? 

MEROPE. 

May all his foes meet with their due reward i 
But if this murth’rer has accomplices. 

By him perhaps I may hereafter learn 
Who kill’d my dear Crefphontes ; they who flew 
• The'father wou’d for ever perfecute 

The mother and the fon : Oifle’er— — 

\ POLI- 

* 1 . ■ 
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POLIPHONTES, 

I too couM wiOl to be inform’d of that^ 

And therefore I have ta’en him to my care* 

MEROPE. 

To thine? 'r 

POLIPHONTES. 

YeSj madam, and I hope to draw 
The fecret from him. 
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MBROPE. 

Bat you mufl: not keep 

This murth’rer : I muft have him i nay, youpromis^l. 
You know you did 

[Afide* 

O cruel fate ! my fon ! 
What art thou doom’d to ? 

[ToPoliphonto. 
Pity me, my lord ! 

POLIPHONTEk 

Whence i$ this fudden tranfport? he fhall die. 


Who f he ? 


MEROPE. 

POLIPHONTES. 


His death fhall fatisfy thy fouL 


MEROPE. 

ixf : but I want to fee, to fpeak to him. 


D 3 POLT 
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POLIPHONTES. 

Thefe fcirts of paffion, and thefe fudden tranfports 
Of rage and tendernefs, that face of horror. 

Might give me caiife perhaps of juft fu fpicioii ; 

And, to be plain with you, fome ftfange difguft. 
Some groundlefs fears, foine new alarm, hath rais’d 
^ This tempeft in your foul ^ what have you heard 
From that old man who went fo lately hence ? 

Why doth he Ihun me ? what am I to think ! 

' Who is he ? 

MEKOPE. 

O my lord ! fo lately crov/n’d 
Do fears and jealoufies already wait 
Around your throne ? 

: - POLIPHONTES, 

Why wilt not thou partake it ? 
Then fiiou’d I bid adieu to all my fears : 

The altar waits, prepar’d for Merope 
And Poliphontes* 

MEROPE. 

Thou haft gain’d the throne, 

The gods have giv’n it thee, and now thou v/ant’ft 
Crefphontes’ wife to make his kingdom fare, 

^his crime alone — 


I S M E N I A. 
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ISMENIA* 

O fi:op ' — •— 

MEROFE. ' 

My lord j forgive me ; 

I am a wretched mother , I ha^/e loll 
My all I the gods, the cruel gods have robb’d me 
Of ev’ry bliis: O give me, give me back 
The murd'frer of my ion ! . 

^ FOLIPHONTES* 

-This hand fiiall filed 

The traitors blood : come, madam, fqllow me* . 
MEROPE.-' ■ 

O gracious heaven ! in pity to my woes, 

Preferve a mother, and conceal her weaknefs ! 

End of the Third Act. : 


A C T IV. S C E N E L 

POLIPHONTES, EROX. 
POLIPHONTES. 

I ALMOST thought file had difeover’d fomething 
Touching her hufband's murther, for file frown’d 
Indignant on me ; but I want her hand, 

D 4 


And 
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And not her heart ; the croud will have it fo j 
We muft not difobligethemi by this marriage 
I {hall fecure them both : I look on her 
But as a Save that’s ufeful to my purpofe. 

Chain’d to my chariot wheels to grace my triumph^ 
And little heed her hatred or her love. 

But thou haft talk’d to this young murthcrer^j 
What think’ft thou of him ? 


EROX. 

He’s Immoveables 
Simple in fpeech, but of undaunted courage. 

He braves his fate : I little thought to find 
In one of his low birth a foul fo great 5 
I own, my lord, I cannot but admire him* 

POLIPHONTES, 

Who is he ? 

EKOX. 

That I know not | but moft certain 
He is not one of thofe whom we employ’d 
To watch for Narbas. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Art thou fure of that ? 

The leader of that band I have myfelf 
Difpatch’d, and prudent bury’d in his blood 
The dangVous fecret; but this young unknown 

Alarms 
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Alarms me : is it certain he deftroy'd 
jfEgifthus? has propitious fate, that ftiH 
Prevented all my wiflies, been thus kind ? 

EROXv 

Merope^s tears, her forrow, and defpair. 

Are the beft proofs j but all I fee confirms 
Thy happinefs, and fortune hath done more 

Than ail our cares. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Fortune doth often readi 
What wifdom cannot: but I know too well 
My danger, and the number of my foes. 

To leave that fortune to decide my fate : 

Whoe’er this ftranger be, he muft not live, 

His death fhall purchafe me this haughty queen. 
And, make the crown fit firmer on my head. 

The people then, fubjedeu- to my pow-r. 

Will think at leafi their prince is dead, and know 
That f reveng’d him ; but, inform me, who 
Is this eld man that fliuiii me thus ? there feems 
Some myft’ry in his conduct ; Merope, 

Thou telffl: me, wou’d have ilain the murtherer, 
But that this old man did prevent her $ vvhat 
Cou d move him to it ? 

D 5 


IROX 
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EROX. 

He’s the young man’s father^ 
And came t’ioiplore his pardon. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Ha ! his pardon ! 

Fllfee, and talk with' him 5 but lie avoids me^ 

And therefore I fufpedl him 5 but I’ll know 
This fecret : what cou’d be the queen’s ftrange pur« 
pofe,' 

In thus deferring w^hat fo ardently 
She feem’d to wifli for ? all her rage was chang’d 
To teiid’reft pity 5 through her griefs methought 
A ray of joy broke forth. 

EROX. 

What is her joy. 

Her pity, or her vengeance, now to thee ? 

POLIPHONTES. 

It doth concern me nearly ; I have caufe 
For many fears 5 but flie approaches : — bring 
Thatftranger to me. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IL 


POLIPHONTES, EROX, JEGISTHUS, EITRICLES, 
MEROPE, ISMENIA, Guards. 

MEROPE. 

Fulfil your word, fir, and revenge me j give 
The vidiim to niy hands, and mine alone. 

POLIPHONTES- 

You fee I mean to keep it : he"s before you : 

Revenge yourfelf, and £bed the traitors blood ; 
^Then, madam, with your leave, we'll to the altar; 

MEROPE. 

O gods ! 

G I S T H U S. [To PoHphontcs. , 
Ami then to be made the purchafe 
Of the queen’s favour ? my poor life Indeed 
Is but of little moment, and I die 
Contented ; but I am a ftranger here, 

A helplels,, innocent, unhappy firanger ; 

If heav’n has made thee king, thou fhoud hr proted^ me : 
Iv’e llain a man, ’twas in my own defence 5 
The queen demands my life ; fhe, is a mother. 
Therefore 1 pity her, and blefs the hand 
Rais’d to deflroy me : I accufe none here 
But thee, thou tyrant, 

POLT 
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POLIPHONTES. 

Hence, abandon'd villain ; 

Drtr’fl: thou infult — 

MEROPE. 

O pardon his ra£h youth. 
Brought up in folitude, and far remov'd 
From courts, he knows not the refpedf that's due 
To majefty. 

POLIPliONTES, 

Amazing ! juftify'd 

By you ! 

MEROPE. 

By me, my lord ? 

POLIPHOHTES, 

Yes, madam, you# 

Is this the murth'rer of your fon ? 

MEEOPEr 

My child. 

My fon, the laft of a long line of kings. 

Beneath a vile affaffin's hand — ■ — 

ISMENIA. 

Oheav'n ! 

What woud’ft thou do? ^ 

POLIPHONTES. 

Thy eyes are fix'd upon li!n> 
With tendernefs and joy 5 thy tears too flow, 
Though thou woud’ft bide them from me. 


MEROPE# 
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ME ROPE. 

No: YishlCe; 

I wou’d not, cannot hide them : well thou know% 
r^e too much caufe to weep. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Dry up your tears 5 

He dies this moment : foldiers, do your oiEce. 


M E R O P E. [ Coming forward# 

O (pare him, fpare him. 

MGISTHUS, 

Ha ! ihe pity^s me. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Difpatch him. 

MEKOPE, 

O he is 

POLIPHONTES. 

Strike. 

MEROPE. 

Stay, barbarian^ 

He is — my fon. 

iEGISTHUS. 

Am I thy Ton ? 

ME ROPE. .. [ Embracing him. 
Thou art : 

And heaven, that fnatch’d thee from this wretched bo- 
fomj 

Which 
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Which now too late hath open’d my longing eyes, 
Reftores thee to a weeping mother’s arms 
But to deftroy us both. 

^GISTHUS. 

What miracle 

Is this, ye gods ? 

POLIPHONTES, 

A vile impofture : thou 

His mother ? thou, who did’ft demand his death f 
JEGISTHUS. 

0 if I die the fon of Merope 

1 die contented, and abfolve my fate. 

MEROPE. 

I am thy mother, and my love of thee 
Betray’d us both ^ we are undone, AEgifthus 5 
.,Yes, Poiiphontes, the important fecret 
At length is thine ; before thee ftands my fon, 
Crefphontes’ heir ; thy mafter, and thy kings 
The offspring of the gods, thy captive now 1 
I have deceiv’d thee, and I glory in it j 

was for my child : but nature has no pow’r ^ 
O^er tyrant’s hearts, that ftill rejoice in blood : 

I tell thee, ’tis my fon, ’tis myiEgifthus. 

POLIPHONTES. 

Ha^! can it be? 

^ G I s T H u 



E. 
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It is 5 it muft be fo f 
Her tears confirm it : yes^ I am the fon 
Of MeropCj my heart allures me of it : 

Andj had ’ll thou not difarm'dme^ with this hand 
I woii^d chaftife thee, traitor. 


POLIPHONTES. 


^Tis too much ; 

ril bear no more : away with him. 


ME ROPE, [Falling on her hnecs. 

Behold 

Thus low on earth the wretched Merope 

Fails at your feet, and bathes them with her tears: 

Doth not this humble pofture fpeak my griefs^ 

And fay I am a mother? O I tremble 
When I look back on the dire precipice 
I have efcap’d, the murther of niy fon 5 
Still I lament tl*/ involuntary crime.' 

Did’ft thou not fay thou woud^fl protedi his youth. 
And be a father to him ? and yet now 
Thou woud’ft, defeoy him : O have pity on him ; 
Some guilty hand bereaved him of a father 5 
O fave the fon, defend the royal race, 

The feed of gods : defi^ncelefs and alone 
He ftands before thee : trample not on him. 

Who is unable to refift thy powV , 
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Let him but live, and I am fatisfy^d j 
Save but my child, and all fliall be forgotten 

0 he wouM make me happy ev n in woe | 
My hulband and my children all wou’d live 
Once more in my ^gifthus : O behold 
His royal anceftors with me implore thee 
To fpare the noble youth, and fave thy king* 

JEGISTIIUS. 

Rife, madam, rife, or I fliall ne’er believe 
Crefphontes was my father ; \is beneath 
His queen, beneath the mother of -Sgifthus, 
To fupplicate a tyrant 5 my fierce heart 
Will never ftoop fo low : undaunted long 

1 braved the meannefs of my former fortune. 
Nor am I dazzled by the fplendid luftre 
Of thefe new honours ; but I feel mylelf 
Of royal blood, and know I am thy fon. 
Great Hercules, like me, began his days 
In mifery and ibrrow 5 but the gods 
Condu£led him to. immortality, 

Becaufe, like me, he rofe fuperior to them:. 
To me his blood defcends ; O let me add 
His courage, and his virtues ; let me die 
Worthy of thee ^ be that my heritage I 
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Ceafe then thy pray’rsj nor thus difgrace the blood 
Of thofe immortal pow’rs from whom I fprang^ 

FOLIPHONTES. [ToMer^pe, 
Truftme, I bear a part in your misfortunes. 

Feel for your griefs, and pity your diftrefs ; 

I love his courage, and efteem his virtue J 
He feems well worthy of the royal birth 
Which heaflumes; but truths of fuch importance 
Demand more ample proofs f I take him therefore 
Beneath my care, and, if he is thy fon, 

I fhall adopt him mine. 

MGISTUUS. 

Thou, thou adopt me? 

MEROFE. 

Alas! my child! 

FOLIPHONTES. 

His fate depends on thee : 

It is not long fince, to fecure his death, 

Thou did’ft confent to marry Poliphontes } 

Now thou woud’ft fave him, fliall not love do more 
Than vengeance ? 

MEROPE. 

Ha! barbarian! 


POLT^ 
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FOLIPHONTES. 

MadaiH;, know • 

His lifsy or death, depends on thy refolve : 

I know your love, your tendernefs, too well. 

To think you will expofe to my juft wrath 
So dear an objecl by a harfh refufal. 

MEROPE, 

My lord, at kaft let him be free, and deign ~ 

' FOLIPHONTES, 

He is your fon, or he^s a traitor, madam | 

I muft be your's before I can prote6l him. 

Or be reveng'd on both) a word from you 
Decides his fate, or punifiiment, or pardon | 

Or as his mother I fball look upon you 

Or his accomplice 5 therefore make your choice? 

I will receive your anfwer at ihe temple 
Before th’attefting gods. 

[To the foldieis 
Guard well your prisoner : 

Come, follow me; 

£ Turning to Merope. 

* I fhall expect you, madam 5 

Be quick in your refolve ; confirm his birth 
By giving me your hand ; your anfwer only 
Saves or condems him 5 and as you determine 
He is my vidiim, madam, or — * my fon. 

MEROPE 
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MEROPE, 

0 grant me but the pleafurcto behold him 5 
Reftore him to my love, to my defpair. 

FOLIPHONTES. 

You’ll fee him' at the temple. 

, G I S T H U S. [As the guards are cmying him oC 

O great queen^s 

1 dare not call thee by the lacred name 
/Of mother^ do not, ibefeech thee, aught 
Unworthy of thyfelf, or of ^gifthus 5 
Ecr, if I am thy fon^ ;thy fon flidl die - 
As a king ought. 

SCENE iir. 

MEROPE. [Alone, ' ■ 

Ye cruel fpoilers, why 

Will you thus tear him from me, ? O he’s gone.s 
Eve loft him now for ever y wherefore, heaven, 

Didft thou reftore him to a mothers vows. 

Or why preferve him in a foreign land, ' 

T o fall at laft a wretched facrifice, 

A viiftim to the murth’rer of his father ? 

■ O favehim, hide him in the defart’s gloom 5 
Diredl his fteps, and fcield him from the tyrant ! 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV, 

MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES, ' 
MEROPE, 

O Narbas, know’ll tbou the unhappy fate 
Which I am doom’d to ? 

N A R B A S, 

Well I know the king 
Mull die i I know ^Egillhus is in chains. 

MEROPE, 

And I deftroy’d him, 

NARBAS. 

You? 

MEROPE. 

. Difcover’d all : 

But think’fl: thou, Narbas, ever mother yet 
Cou’d fee a child, as I did, and be lilent i 
But it is pall : and now I muft repair 
My weaknefs with my crimes, 

NARBAS. 

What crimes? 

SCENE V. 

MEROPE, NARBAS, EURICLES, ISMBNIA. 
ISMENIA. 

O madam, 

Now call forth all the vigour of your foul^ 


The 
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The hour of liia! comes : the fickle croua^ 

Still fond of novelty, with ardent sealj 
Prefs forward to behold th’expecSled nuptials ; 

Elac h circumftance confpires to ferve the tyrant : 
Already the bribed prieft has made his god , ‘ - 
DcclareforPoIiphontes: he receiv’d. 

Your V0WS5 Meffene was a Witnefs to them. 

And heav’n will fee the contracS): is fulfiird t 
Thus fpoke the holy feer ; the people anfwerfd 
With acclamations loud, and fongs of joy; 

They little know the grief that wrings thy heart ; 

But thank the gods for thefe detefted nuptials, 

And blefs the tyrant for his cruelty. 

M'ERO PE. * 

And are my forrows made the public joy ? 

NARBAS. 

O thefe are dreadful means to fave thyfon. 

ME R O PE. 

They are indeed ; thou fhudder’ft at the thought : 

It is a crime, 

NARBAS. 

But to defiroy thy child 
Were fill! more horrible. 

MEROPE. 

Away; defpair 

Has givhi me courage, and reftor'd my virtue : 

Le* 
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Let's to the temple there rilflicw the people 
My dear ; 'twixt. myfelf and th'altar 

'Will place my fon ; the gods will fee him there | 
They will defend him, for from them he fprang : 

Too long already perfecutingheav’n 
Hath fcourg'd his helplefs innocence 5 and now 
It will avenge him : O I will fet forth 
His ftivage murth’rcr in the blacked: colours. 

Till vengeance lhall iiifpire each honeft heart 
With tenfold rage : now dread a mother's cries. 

Ye cruel tyrants, for they will be heard : 

They come 1 alas ! I tremble yet, defpair 
And horror feke me : hark, they call, my iba 
Is dying : fee the cruel murth’rer plants 
A dagger in his bread: : a moment more 
And he is loft : ye favage minifters 

[Turning to the i{Xcnf.cer$. 

Of the bafe, tyrant, you muft drag the viftim 
Up to the altar j can you, muft you do it? 

O vengeance, duty, tendernefs, and love, 

And thou great nature, what will ye ordain, . 

What will ye do with an unhappy queen, ^ 

Abandon’d to defpair ? 

End of the' Fourth Act* 

• act 
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A C.T V. S C E N E L 

J5GISTHUS, NARBA3, EURICLES. . 

N ARRAS, 

O U R fate is yet uncertain^ whilft the tyrant 
Srill keeps us in the palace; all my fears 
Are for ^Egiftlius : O my king, my fon, 

Let me fall call thee by that tender name, 

G live, difarm the tyrant’s rage, preierve 
A life fo deal's fo precious to Meffenes 
So valued by thy faithful Narbas ! 

EURICLES. 

. . . Think 

On the poor queen, who, for thy fake alone 
An humble fupplbint, fpriukles with her tears 
The tyrant's miirth’rous hand. 

A2GISTHUS. 

' ' • Fmfcarce awaken’d : 

From my long dream, I feem as one new-born; 

A wandh'ing ftranger in a world unknown ; 

New thoughts infpire, new day breaks in upon me 
The fon of Merope, and great Crefphontes ; 

And yet his murth’rer triumphs ; he commands. 

And I obey ; the blood of Hercules 

A captive and in chains ! - ^ 

NARBAS. 
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NARBAS. 

O wou'd to heav’n 

The grandfon of Alcides ftill remain’d 

Unknown in Elis ! . 

JEGISTHUS. 

Is it not moft ftrange. 

Young as I am, that I fliou’d know already, 

By fad experience, ev’ry human woe ? 

Horror and fliame, andbanifhment, and death, 

Since my firft dawn of life, have prefs’d upon me : 

A perfecuted wretch I wander d long 

From clime to clime, hid in the defart’s gloom, 

I languifh’d there in vile obfcurity : 

Yet, bear me witnefs heav’n, mid’ft all my woes, 

Nor murmur’d nor complain’d : tho’ proud ambition 
Devour’d my foul, I learned the humble virtues 
That fuited bell my hard and low condition : 

Still I refpedted, ftill obey’d thee, Narbas,, 

And lov’d thee as a father ; nor wou’d e’er^ 

Have wifh’d to find another, but high heav’n 
•Wou’d change myfate to make me but more wretched : 
I am Crefphontes’ fon, yet can’t revenge him ; 

I’ve found a mother, and a tyrant now 

Will fnatch her from me ; foon ftie muft be his : 

O I cou’d curfe the hour that gave me birth. 

And the kind fuccour which thy goodnefs lent me : ^ 
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0 why clidfl: thou hold back th’upliftcd hand 
Of a miftaken mother ? But for thee 

1 had fulfilFd my fate, and all my woes 
Had ended with my life, 

NARBAS*. 

We are undone^ 

The tyrant comes, 

S C E N E IL 

FOLIPHONTES, iEGISTHtJS, NARBAS, EURXCLES, 
Guards. 

POLIPHONTES. 

[To Narbas and t!ie reft.' 
Retire : and thou, rafh youth, 
Whofe tender years demand my pity, lift. 

And mai'k me well j for the laft time I come 
To give thee here thy choice of life or death. 

Thy prefent and thy future happinefs. 

Thy very being hangs upon my will : 

I can advance thee to the higheft rank, 

Or &ut thee in a dungeon, kill orfavethee: 

Remov’d from courts, and bred in foHtude, 

Thou art not fit to govern ; let me guide 
In wifdom’s ways thy unexperienc’d youth j 
ASume not in thy humble ftate a pride 
Which thou miftak’ft for virtue: if thy birt^ , * ■' 
VoL. IV, ' ■ ' E ■ . ■ ■ Be 
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Be mean and lo^vly, bend to thy condition ; 

Ifhappier fate hath giv’n thee to defeend _ 

From royal blood, and thou wert bom a prince, 
Make thyfelf worthy of thy noble rank, _ ^ 

And learn of me to rule : the queen, thou le. ft, 

Has fet thee an example ; inc obeys, 

And meets me at the temple ; follow her. 

Tread in my fteps, attend us to the altar, 

And fv>-eat aernai homage to thy king. 

To Poliphontes : if thou fear ft the gods. 

Call them to witnefs thy obedience j hafte, 

'Fhe gates of glory open to receive, 

% And not to enter may be fatal to thee : 

^ Determine therefore now, and anfwer me. 

iEGISTHUS. 

) !,,w COT I OTfwct when thou hufl ■M&rmM me' 

ri,y words, I own, ^ftooia ' 

Birivc nre b,ch to weapon wh.ch thy fto 
HavUreto from- r give »cn.y6to^' 
- And I will ...tot ' ofS’'' ■■ J*™ ' ’ 

PerSdioos as tdiou art, which is the Have, 

And which ate mate, 

[ AVas bom to rule o’er pnnccs, or *s.«hus 

!. To fcourge oppreffors. 
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POLIPHONTES. 

Impotence and raflinefs ! 

My kind indulgence makes thee infolent : . 

Thou thiok'ft Fll not demean myfelf fo far 
To punifli an unknown rebellious ilave ^ 

But mercy^ thus abufcd, will change to wrath : 

I giVe thee but a moment to determine,. 

And Ihall expefl: thee at the altar ^ there 
To die or to obey ; guards, bring him to me : 
Narbas, to you and Euricles I leave 
The haughty rebel j you {hall anfwer for him 
I know your hatred of me,, and I know 
Your weaknefs too, but truft. to. your experience, 
Y'ou will ad rife him for the beft 5 mean time 
Remember, wh.ether he’s the fon of Narbas 
Or Mtrope-,. he mult obey,, or die. 

S C E N E III ,, 
iEGiSTHUS, iNARBAS, EU-RICLES. 
^GISTHUS. . . 
rii liften to no conn fel but the voice 
Of vengeance ; O infiiire me, Hercules, 

O from thy feats of endlefs blifs look down 
On thy -S^gifthus, animate his foul, 

E ^ And 
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And guide his footfteps ! Poliphoiites calls^ 

I U'ill attend him ; let us to the altar* 

NARSAS.: 

Wilt thou then die? 

EURICLSS. 

We rnuit not follow thee 5 
Let us colleft our few remaining friends. 

And ftrive 

jEQisrnus. 

Away : another time my foul 
Wou’d liften to your kind advice, for well 
I know ye love me j but no counfellors 
Mull now be heard fave all-dire£ling hcav’n 
And my own heart: th’ irrefolute alone 
Is fway’d by others, but the blood of heroes 
Will guide itfcdf : away, the die is caft* 

What do I fee ? O gracious heav’n ! my mother f 

' S C E N E. IV. 

MEROPE,' ^GISTHUS, NARBAS, EURICLES, 
Attendants. 

MEROPE. 

Once more, ^gifthus, by the tyrant's order, 

We meet together; he has fent me to thee : 

Think not that, after thefe detefted nuptials, 
i mean to live; but for thy fake, my fon, 


I 
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I have fubmitted to this fliameful bondage ; 

For thee alone I fear ; for thee I bear 
This load of infamy : O live, jEgiathus, 

Let me intreat thee, live ; e’er thou can’ft rule 
Thou muft obey, and fervitude muft open 
The path to vengeance y thou coiitemn’ft my weak- 
nefs, 

I know thou doft ; but O the more I love 
The more I fear, O my dear child — 


LEGIST HUS. 


Be bold, 


And follow me. 

, ME ROPE. ; 

Alas I v;hat woud’ft thou do ? 

Why, ye juft gods, why was he made too vutuous ? 

^GISTHUS. 


See’ft thou my father^s tomb ? doft thou not hear 
His voice ? art thou a mother and a queen ?. 

O if thou art, come on. 

MEROPE. 

Methinks fome god 
Infpires thy foul, and raifes the above 
The race of mortals : now I fee the blood , 

Of great Alcides flows thro’ ev’ry vein. 

And animates -®gifthus ; O my fon, 

E 3 / Give 
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Give me a portion of thy noble fire, 

And raife this drooping heart 1 

^gisthus. _ ^ 

Haft thou no fnenas 

Within this fatal temple ? 

merope. 

^ Once I had 

A croud of followers when I was a queen, ^ 

But now their virtue finks beneath the werght 

Of my misfortunes, and they bend their necks 
To this new yoke : they hate the tyrant, 
Havecrown’dhim ; lovetheir queen, and yetdefert 

jEGISTHtlS. 

By all art thou abandon’d at the altar 
Waits Poliphontes for thee ? 

MEROPE. 

,*GIS1BCS, 

Do they attend him ? 

merope. 

No ; he is furrounded 
By that ungrateful faithlefs croud that once 
Encircled Merope, by themupled 

. To th’ altar I Will force for thee alone 
A paflage. jE G I S T H U S- 
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iEGI8THUS. 

And alone 111 follow thee : 

There fliall I meet iny ancctlors divine : 

The gods who piuiifli niurtr/rers will be theie> 

ME ROPE. 

Alas ! thefe fifteen years they have coat ernnV! 

GIST HUS. 

They did tt but to try me* 

MIROPE. 

WhaPs thy purpofe ? ' 

JEGISTHUS* 

No matter what | let us begone : farewell 
My mournful friendsj atleafirye .foonfhall know 
The fon of Merope deferv’d your care. 

[ To Nai'bas, embracing him* 
Narbasj believe mCj^ thou lhak never blulh 
T o own me for thy fon. 

S C E N E V. 

NARBAS* 

What means AEgifthus ? 

Alas ! my cares are fruitlefs all and vain : 

I hoped the fure flow- moving hand of time 
Wou'd juftify the ways of heaven, and place 

E 4 ‘ ■ ■ , The 
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The wrong’d iEgifthus on Meffene’s throne; 

But guilt fiill triumphs, and my hopes are vanifh^d | 
His courage will deftroy him ; death awaits 
His difobedience* 

[ A noifc 'withiii* 

EUKICLES. 

■ Hark ! they fiiout 

NAEBAS. 

Alas! , 

It is the fatal flgnal. 

EUEICLES, 

Let us liften. 

NARBAS* 

I tremble* 

EURICLES. 

Doubtlefs, at the veiy moment 
When Poliphontes was to wed the quee% 

She has diifolv’d the iObameful bonds by deaths 
Tor fo her rage had purposed. 

NARBAS. 

ThenTgifthus 
Muft periQi too, flie ftiou’d have liv’d for him* 

EURICLES. 

The noife increafes, like the rolling thunder 
On ward it comes, and ev"ry moment grows 
More dreadful. 


N A R B A S. 
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NARBAS* 

Hark ! I hear on ev’ry fide 
The trumpets found, the groans of dying men. 

And clafli of fwords 5 they force the palace* 

EURICLES* 

See 

Yon bloody fquadron ; look, it is difpersM 5 
They fly. 

NARBAS. 

Perhaps tofervethe tyranfs caufe* 
EURICLES, 

Far as my eyes can reach 1 fet them fiill 
Engag’d in fight 

N ARB AS. 

Whofe blood will there be filed I 
Surely I heard the name of Merope, 

And of iEgifthus. 

EURICLES. 

Thai^ks to heave’ll, the ways 
Are open, I will hence, and knew my fate* 

[He goes out 

N ARB AS. 

ril follow thee, b.ut not Vv^itU equal fieps. 

For I am old and feeble ; O ye gods ! 

Reftore my ftrength, give to this nervelefs arm. , 

Its former vigors let me fare my king, 

■ , E 5 Of 
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Or yield up the poor remmnt of my days^. 

And die in his defence, 

SCENE. VL ' 

N A R B A S, I S M E N I A. [ A croud of people. 
NARBAS. 

' Who’s there ? Ifmenla ? 

Bloody and pale ! O horrid fpeci:acle ! 
y\rt thou indeed Ifmeniar 

ISMENIA, 

O my voice, 

, My breath b foil; let mo recover them,. 

And I wiil tell thee alL 

NARBAS. 

» ' . ‘ '■■■ ' . , ' , ’ ,My Ton — ' 

do they yet live- ? ' 

ISMENIA. 

Fni fcarce myfelf | 

Half dead with fear , the croud have borne me hither, 
NARBAS. 

How does Jigifihus ? 

ISMENIA. 

O he ivS indeed 

The fon of gods 5 a ftroke fo terrible, 

Sonobleri .never 4 id th’ unconquer’d courage 


Of 
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Of great Alcides with a deed fo told 
Aftonifb mortals. 

NARBAS. 

O my fon, my king. 

The work of my own hands, the gallant hero.! 
ISMENIA. 

Crowny with frefli jdowVs the victim was prepar’d. 
And Hymen’s torches round the altar blaz’d, 

When Polipbontes, wrapp’d in gloomy filence. 

Stretch forth his eager hand; the prieft'pronoune’d 
The folemn words ; amidfl: her weeping maids 
Stood fix’d in grief the wretched Merope ; 

Slow (he advanc’d, and trembling in thefc arms, 
Inftead of Hymen, call’d on death ; the people 
W ere filent all j when from the holy threfhold, 

A more than mortal form, a youthful hero ' 

Stepp’d forth, and fudden darted to the altar ; 

It was AEgifthus ; there undaunted fefe’d , 

The axe that for the holy fc’flival 

Had been prepar’d 5 then with the Hgh tuning’s fpeed 

He ran, and fell’d the tyrant ; die, he cry’d, 

Ufurper dye 5 now take your viSim, gods* 

Erox, the monfter’s vile accomplice, fow 
His mafter welt’ring in his blood, uprais’d 
His hand for- vengeance 5 but jEgifthus, fmot-e./ 
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The ilave, and laid him at the tyrant^s feet : 

Mean timcj recover’d^ Poliphonte$ rofe 
And fought j I faw JEgifthus wounded ; faw 
The fierce encounter : the guards ran to part them j 
When Merope, fuch powV has mighty love. 
Pierc’d thro’ oppofing multitudes, and cry’d. 

Stop, ye inhuman murth’rers, ’ds my fon, 

^Tis my iEgifthus, turn your rage on me. 

And plant your daggers in the breafi; of her 
Who bgre him, of his mother, and your queen : 
Her fliri^ks alarm’d the croud, and a firm band 

0 f faithful friends fecur’d her from the rage 
Of the rude foldiers ; then might you behold 
The broken’ altars, and thefacred ruins : 

On ev’ryfide, confiifion, war, andfiaughter 
Triumphant reign’d ; brothers on brothers rofe. 
Children were butche'r’d in their mother arms, 
Friends murther’d friends, the dying and the dead 
Together lay, and o’er their bodies trampled 
The flying croud ; with groans the temple rung. 
Atnidft the uproar of contending legions 

1 loft jSEgifthys and the queen, and fled : 

In vain I atk’d each paffing ftranger whither 
They bent their way j their anfwers but increafe 
My tenors j ftill they cry, Jie falls, he’s dead. 


He 
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He conquers! all is darknefs and confufion: 

I ranj I flew, and by the timely aid 
Of tliefeiind friends have reach'd this place of fafety : 
But ftill I know not whether yet the queen 
And great JEgifthus are preferv’d 5 my heart 
Is full of terrors. 

NARBAS. 

Thou great arbiter 

Of all that’s mortal, providence divine, 

Complete thy glorious work, protedl: the good. 
Support the innocent, reward the wretched, 

Preferve my fon, and I fhall die in peace [ 

Ha ! midA yon croud do I behold the queen? 

SCENE VIL 

MEROPE, ISMENIA, NARBAS, people, foldiers. ^ 
£At the further part of the flage is expos’d the Coipfe of 
Poliphonles, cover'^d with a bloody robe} 

MEROPE. 

Priefls, warriors, friends, my fellow-citizens. 

Attend, and hear me in the name of heav’n. 

Once more I fwear, j$!gifthu$ is your king. 

The fcourge of guilt, th’avenger.of his father. 

And yonder bleeding corpfe, a hated monfter. 

The foe of gods and men, who flew my hufband. 

My dear Crefphontes, and his hdplefs children, 

Opprefs^d 
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Opprefs’d MeiTene, and ufurp'd my kingdom^ 

Yet dar’d to offer me his favage hand^ 

Still reeking with the blood of half my race* 

[ Meeting iEgifthus, who enters with the axe in his hand. 
But here behold Meflene^s royal heir^ 

My only hope^ your queen’s illuftrioiis fon. 

Who conquer’d Poliphontes : fee^ my friendS;^ 

This good old man^ 

[Pointing to Nir-ba®, 
Who fav’d him from the tyrant^ 
And brought him here: the gods have done the reft, 

N ARB AS. 

I call thofe gods to witnefs, ’tis your king; 

He fought for them, and they protected him* 

^GISTHUS. 

O hear a mother pleading for her fon. 

And know me for your king ! I have reveng’d 
A father, I have conquer’d but for you, 

ME ROPE, 

If ftill ye doubt, look on his glorious wounds : 

Wh6j but the great defcendant of Alcides, 

Cou’d fave Mefiene thus, and fcourgea tyrant?. 

He will fupport his fubjeds, and revenge 


An 
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An injur’d people : hark! the voice of heaven 
Confirms your choice, and fpeaks to you in. thunder y 
It cries aloud, iEgiflhus is my fon. , 

S C E' N- E FIIL 

M E R O P E, , ^GIS THUS,. IS MEN I A, N AR B AS,. 
EURICL.es, people. 

EURICLES. 

O madam, fliev/ yourfelf to the pleas’d people, 

The kiiig’s return has fix’d their wav ’ring minds,. 

And ev’ry heart is ours : th’impatient croud 
Shed tears of joy, and blefs your noble fon : 

For ever will they hold this glorious day 
In fweet remembrance | ardently they long 
To fee their youthful fov’reign, to behold 
His faitliful Narbas, and adore their queen : 

The name of Poliphontes is detefted ; 

Thine and the king’s the praife of cvTy tongue^ 

O hafl*e, enjoy thy vidFry and thy fame ^ 

Enjoy a nobler prize, thy people’s lov^e. 

iEGISTHUS. 

To heav’n afcribe the glory, not to me ; 

Thence comes our happinefs, and thence our virtue : 
Wbilft Merope furvives, I will not mount 

Meflene^s 
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Meffene’s throne, my joy fhall be to place 
A mother there; and thou, my deareft Narbas, 
Shall be my friend, my guide, my father flill. 


End ©f the Fifth and Last Act. 





PREFACE. 


HIS trifle was exhibited in the fummer, 17495 
at Paris, atnongfl: a number of entertainments 
which every year conftantly produces in that city : iu 
the ftill more numerous croud of pamphlets, which the 
town is over-run with, there appear’d at this time one 
extremely well worthy of notice, an ingenious and 
learned diflertation, by a member of the academy of 
Kb^elle, on a queftion which feems for fome years 
paft to have divided the literary world, namely, whe- 
ther we ought to write ferkus comedies ? the author de-*' 
dares vehemently againfi: this new fpedes of the dra- 
ma, to which, I am afraid, the little comedy of Na^ 
nine belongs: he condemns, and with reafbn, every 
thing that carries with it the air of a city tragedy : in 
reality, what can be more ridiculous, than a tragic 
plot carry’d on by low and vulgar characters ? it is 
demeaning the buikin, and confounding tragedy and, 

comedy 
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comedy, by a kind of ballard fpecies, a monfter, that 
CO u’d only owe its. birth to an incapacity of fucceding 
either in one or the other : this] udicions writer blames, 
above all, thofe romantic forc’d intrigues which are to 
draw tears from the fpefetors, and which we call, by 
way of ridicule, the crying comedy : but into what fpecies 
of comedy ought fuch intrigues to be admitted ? wou’d 
they not be look’d upon, as eilential and unpardonable 
faults in any performance whatfbever ? He concludes 
by obferving, that if, in a comedy, pity may fome- 
timbs go fo far as to melt into tears, they fhou’d be 
, ihed by loVe alone ; he cannot certainly mean by this 
the paffion of love as it is reprefented in our befi: tra- 
gedies, furious, barbarous, dejEtru<S:ive, attended with 
guilt and remorfe 5 but love gentle and tender, which 
alone is fit for comedy. 

This refiediion naturally produces another, which I 
fliall fubmit to the judgment of the learned 1 viz, that 
amongft ,us tragedy has begun by appropriating to it- 
felf the language of comedy; we may obferve, that 
love, in many of thofe performances where terror and 
, pityfliou’dbe the chief fprings, is treated as it ought to 
be treated in comedy. Gallantry, declarations of 
Idve^ coquettry, archnefs and familiarity, are all to be 
met wife^tmongft the heroes and heroines of Greece^^nd 
• Rome, 


Rome, with which our tragedies abound ; fo that, in 
effefl:, the natural and tender love in our comedies is 
not ftorn from the tragic mufe ; it is not Thalia who 
has committed a theft upon Melpomene^ but, on the 
other hand, Mdpomene^ who for a Jong time has t*/orn 
the bufkins of Thalia* 

If we cafi: our eyes on the firft tragedies that had 
fuch amazihg fuccefs in the time of .Cardinal Richelieu y 
the Sophonijia of Mairety Marlamney Tyrannic Love^ and 
Alcyoncy we fliall remark that love, in every one of 
them, talks in a ftile quite familiar, and fometimes ex- 
tremely low ; no lefs ridiculous than the pompous, tone 
and emphafis of their heroifm : this is perhaps the 
reafon why, at that time, we had not one tolerable 
comedy, becaufe the the tragic fcene had ftole away 
all its rights and privileges : it is even probable, that* 
this determin’d AMiere feldom to beftow upon his 
lovers any ftrong lively and interefting paiSon for each 
other; tragedy, he perceiv’d, had anticipated, him in 
this particular. 

From the time when the Sophmijba Alairet ap- 
pear’d, which was our firfl: reg^J^r tragedy, we began 
to confider the declarations of love from our heroes, 
and the artful and coquetifli replies of our hefoines,. 
together with ftrong pidlurcs of love and gallantry, as 

things 
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things effentially neceffary to the tragic fcene: there 
are writings of thofe times ftiil extant which quote the 
following verfes, fpoken by Majftntjpz after the battle of 
Cirte, not without great Eulogiums on their extraor- 
dinary merit. 

By mutual flatnes I find my flame approv’d^ 

And love the more, the more I am beiov’d | 

Sighs grow by fighs, and wiihes wiflies fornij, 

As waves by waves are lafliM into a ftorm j 
When two fond hearts indulgent Hymen chainSj, 
Alike fliou’d be their pleafurcs and their pains. 

Thecuftom of talking thus about love corrupted even 
fbme of our beft writers 5 even thoie, whofe manly' 
and fublimegeniufes werema.de to reftore tragedy to its - 
ancient fpkndor, cou’d not efcape the contagion: in V 
'feme of our fmeft pieces we meet with, an unhappy 
face^ that fuhdued the courage of a Roman knight.'^ 
The lover fays to his miRrds^ ^^fJdleu^ thou to& 
virtuom^ and too charming object d" To which the 

: — ^ — 

* malheureux vitfage, 

Qtii d’un Chevalier Romain captiva le courage* 
fAdieiu, trop^vritueuxobjet, &tropchannant^ 

Heroine 
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Heroine repHes^ adieu "^thou too unhappy and too per- 
fedi lover Cleopatra tells us, that a priacefs> 
f who loves her reputation^ if fm owns her lovcj 
fm to he helov^d^^' And that Csefar tfghs^ and 
t' m a plaintive tone acknowledges hhiifelf her captives 
even in the field of vzdfory d\ adding, that floe alone 
vnfi he cruel^ and make Cafar unhappy. To which her 
confidante replies, / zuou'd venture to fzvear ibaf 
your charms hoajl a power which they will never mak^ 
ufeofl^ 

In all thofe pieces of the fame author, which were 
writen after his Death of Pompey^ we are forry to find 
the pafiion of love always treated in this familiar man- 
ner 5 but, without taking the unnecefiary trouble of 
producing more examples of thefe glaring ahfurditics, 
Jet us only confider fome of the bell: verfes which the 
author of Cinna has brought on the flage as maxims of 

/ * Adieu, trop malhciireux, Sr trop parfait amant. 

f {- — aimant fa renommee 

En avoxiant (ju’elle aime eft fare d’etre aimee. 

I trace des Ibupirs, & du’n ftile plainti’f, 

Dans fon champ de vidloire il fedit fen captif. - 

I T’oferois blen jurer que vos ebarmans appas 
Se vantent d’un pouvoir dont iis n’ulerout pas, 

I have here given the original of thefe few feort quotationf=, that 
the reader may fee the full force, botii of the abliirdity, and of 
Mr* ridicule of it. 



gallantry. 


gallantry. There are certain fecret tiesj and fympa-^ 
thetic feelings^ by whofe fcft affinity fouls are linked to-* 
geiher^ attached to^ and Jlruck by each other by 1 knom 
not what charTn, which it is impojfble to account for. 
WouM one ever conceive that thefe fentimeiitSa which 
are certainly highly comic, came out of the mouth of a 
princefs oiParthia.^ who goes to her lover to aik her 
mother’s life ? In fuch a dreadful crifis, who w^ou’d 
talk of the fynipatheilc feelings by tuhofe foft affinity fouls 
are link'd together? Wou’d ever have produced 

fuch madrigals ? do not all thefe amorous fentiments 
belong to comedy only ? 

That great writer, who has carry’d the harmony of 
verfe to fuch a point of perfeftion, he who made love 
fpeak a language at once fo noble and fo pathetic, has, 
notwithftanding, brought into his tragedies feveral 
fcenes which Boileau thought much more proper for 
the elevated ftile oi Terence's comedies, than fuitableta,. 
the dignity of the great rival of Euripides^ who is even 
fometxmes fuperior to him. One might quote above 
an hundred verfes in this tafte ; not but that this fa- 
miliar fimplicity has its beauties, and may ferve by. way 
of preparation for the pathetic ; but if thefe ftrokes of 
fimplicity belong even to the tragic mufe, with ftili 
more reafon do they fuit high ccmedy ; this is the ex- 
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act point where tragedy defcends, and comedy raifes 
Itfelf ; where the two arts meet, as it were, and touch 
each other; here their feveral limits are confounded : 
and if Orejies and Hermione are perfnitted to fay, 

^ O do notwifh for the fate of Pyrrhus^ I ihould 
^ hate you too much — you wou’d love me frill more : 

O that you wou*d look on me in another manner ! 
« you wifti to love me, and yet I cannot pleafe you : 

* you wouM love me, madam, by vtufeing me to hate 
e — for, in {hort, he hates you ^ his heart is otlicr- 

* wife engaged ; he has no longer 

‘ Who told you, my lord, that he defpifes me ? do 
^ you think the fight of me infpires contempt 

If thefe heroes, I fay, exprefs themfelves in this fa- 
miliar manner, with how much greater reafon flioifd 
we admire the Mifmthrope fpeaking thus with vehe- 
mence to his miftrefs .? 

«« Rather blufli you, for fo you ought, I have too 

fare teftimonyof yourfalfehood— it w’as not in vain 

that my love was alarm’d, but think iiot I will tamely 
bear the injury without being reveng’d — ’tis a trea- 
^ * fon, a perfidy which cannot be too fevereiy puniihed .? . 

yes, I will give a loofe to my refentment, I am ncs 
** longer mailer of myfelf, paifion intirely pofTeflls 
VoL. IV, F rnf : 
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‘me: mortally wounded as I am by you, my fenfes 
« are ho longer under the government of reafon.” 

Certainly, if all the Mifantbrepe was in this tafte, it 
wou’d no longer be a comedy ; and if Orejics and 
Memicne talk’d throughout in the manner they do in 
the lines above quoted, it wou’d be no tragedy : but 
afterthefetwo very different fpecies met thus together, 
they fall back each into their proper fphere ; one re- 
fumes the pleafant ftile, and the other the fublime. 

Comedy therefore, I repeat it once more, may be 
impafiion’d, may be in tranfport, or in tears, provid- 
ed at the fame time that it makes the good and virtu- 
ous fmile : but if it was intirely deftitute of the vu 
cornua, if, from beginning to end, it had nothing in it 
but the ferious and melancholy, it wou’d then be a 
fpecies of writing very faulty, and very difagreeable. 
It mtift be acknowledg’d, that there is no fmall diffi- 
culty in making the fpefetors pafs infcnfibly from 
tears to laughter, and yet this tranfitidn, hard as it is 
to manage in a comedy, is not the lefs natural. We 
have already remark’d in another place, that nothing 
is more common than accidents .that affiia’ tlie 
mind, fome certain circumllances of which 
may, notwithftanding, excite at leaft a momentary 
mirth andgayety ; thus, unhappily for us, is human 
V nature 
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nature Ffamed* Hsmer reprefents even his gods laugh- 
ing at P^ulcmt^s aukwardnefe, whilft they are. deciding 
the fate of the whole univerfe, HeSfor fmiles at the 
fears of his fon Jfiyanax^ whilft Jndratnache is fliedding 
tears* We often fee, that even amidft the horror g^‘ 
battles, coniSagrations, and all the dihaiircrs that mortals 
are fubjeci: to, a good thing, luckily hit off, will raife a 
laugh, even in the bofom of terror and pity. In the 
battle of Spires^ a regiment was forbid to give quarter, 
a german oiiicer begg’d his life of one of ours, who 
anfwer'd him thus : Sir^ ajk anything In iJ?e word elf: ^ 
hut as to your life^ I carii pojfihly grant It,'^ This dry 
and w^himfical anfwer pafs'd from.one to another, and 
every body laugh’d in the midft of daughter and dc-, 
ftrudiion ; why therefore ftiou’d not laughter follow^ the 
moft ferious and affedbng feenes in a comedy ? don’t 
wC: fympathlfe with Alanenah diftrefs, and yet laugh 
with Sofia?, how ridiculous it is to difpiite againil: ex;- 
periencel if thofcwhoffillconteffthis matter loverhime 
better than reafon, let them take the fcllowing veriei'. 

O’er this ftrange world ftill reigns the tyrant lovts 
And all by turns his powerful influence prove ; 
Sometimes a mighty empire he overthrows, 

Now foars in lofty vexfe., now creeps in pv'ofe ; 

F 2 Sometime^' 
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Sonictiaies ia tragic garb his palEon mourns,^ 
Sometimes the humbler comic mufe adorns : 

Fire in his eyes, and arrows in his hand. 

Fie fpreads or pains or pleafures thro’ the land : 
In plaintive elegy his carols fweet 
Now fings, now jocund laughs zt Sylvids feet : 
For ever varying, and for ever new, 

From finous Maro down to gay Chaulieti : 
Bound by no laws, and to no verfe confin’d. 

He rules o’er every ftate, and ev’ry mind. 

The univerfal idol of mankind. 


N ANIN 




dramatis person m. 

The Count d’OiBAN, a nobleman retir’d into the 
country* 

The Baronefe de 1 ’Orme, a relation of the Count’s, 

a haughty imperious -woman, of a bad temper, and 
difagreeable to live with. 

The Marchionefs d’Oi-BAN, mother of the Count. 
Nanine, a young girlv brought up in the Count’s 
houfe. 

Phi lip Hombert, a peafant in the neighbourhood, 

Blaise,, the gardener. 

Germon, 1 Servants 
Marin, J 

it 

Scene, the Count d’OiBAN’s country feat. 

nanine. 



ACT L 


SCENE 1. 


The Count df O LB A N# the Baronefs de i' O K M E. 
BARONESS^ 

I N fhort, my lord, it is time to come to an explana*- 
tion with regard to this affair 5 we are no children^ 
therefore let m talk freely : you have been a widower 
for thefe two years paft, and I a widow about as long : 
the law-fuit in which we were unfortunately engagM., 


* This Comedy is call’d in the French Kanine, ou leprejnge 
vainca Nanine, or Prejudice overcome. It is ■written, as we are 
told in the title page, in verfes of ten i^’liables. The abfurdity of 
Comedies in rhime I have , already remark’d. The original 
begins thus ^ 

li faut parier,. il faut, Monfieur le ComU^ 

Vous expliqnei nettement fur mon Compte, 

The reader cannot but obfei ve, what villainous rhimes Cona& 
and Cc7?ipte and perhaps will more readily forgive my re* 
ducing this comedy into plain profe. 
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and which gave us both fo much uneafinefs, is at an 
endj and all our animofities, I hope, now bury’d 
-v, iih thofe who were the caufes of them. 


COUNT, 

I am glad on’t ; for law-fuits were always my 
averfion. 

BARONESS. 

And am not I as hateful as a law*fuit,? 


You madam I 


COUNT. 

BARONESS. 


Yes, I, fir: forthefe two years paft we have liv’d 
together, with freedom, as relations and friends ; the 
ties of blood, tafte, andintereft, feem to 1111316 us, and 
to point out a more intimate connexion. 


COUNT. 

■ Intereft, madam ? make ufe of feme better term, I 
befeech you.. 

^ ; BARONESS. 

That, fir, I cannot ; but with grief I find, your 
inconftant heart no longer confiders me in any other 
light than as your relation. 

COUNT. 

• I do not wear the appearance, madam, of a trifler. 
BARONESS. 

You war the appearance, fir, of a peijur’d vifiam. . 

COUNT. 
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COUNT. [Afide. 

Ha ! whafs this ? 

BARONESS. 

Yesj firt you know the fuit my hufband began, 
againftyon, to recover my eftate^ was, by agreements 
to have been terminated by. a marriage 5 a marriage you 
told mcj of choice j you were engagM to me^you know 
you are ; and he who defers the execution of his pro-^ 
mife feldom means to perform it. 

COUNT. 

You know, I wait for my mothers confent. 

BARONESS. 

A doting old woman : well, fir, and what then ? 

COUNT., 

r.Iove and refpefl:her yet%. 

^ BARONESS. 

But I do not, fir. Come, come, thefe are idle frivolous 
Oxcufes for your unpardonable falfehood i you wait not 
for her, or for any body ; perfidious, ungrateful man ! 

COUNT. 

Who told you fo, madam, and whence all this vio-^ 
lence of pafiion ? who told you fo ? whence comes 
your. information, madam? 

Fs E:AR-O.NES,S,. 
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BARONESS* 

Who told me? yourlelf, yourfelf. Your worcls^ 
your manner, your air, your whole behaviour, put 
on on purpofe to affront me : it fhocks me to fee it : 
aft in another manner, or find fome better excufes for 
your bonduft : can you think me blind to the fhame- 
fui unv/orthy pailion thatdirefts you, apalHon for the 
loweft mean eft objeft? you have deceivVt me, fir, 
bafejy deceiv'd me. 

COUNT, 

^Tis falfe, I cannot deceive 5 dilHmuladon is no 
part of my charafter. I own to you, there was a 
time when you were agreeable to me, I admir’d you, 
ail'd flatter’d myfelf that I ftioi/d have found in you a 
treafufe to make amends for that which heaven had de” 
priv’d me. of^ I hoped in this fweet afy I um to have 
tafted the fruits of , a peaceful and happy union : but you 
have found out the means to deftroy yourov/n powder. 
Love, as- 1 told yoii long fince, has two quivers, one 
fiird with darts, tipp’d with the pureft flame, which 
iiifpires the foul with tender feelings, refines our tafte, 
and fentiments, enlivens our affeftion, and enhances 
our pleafares ; the other is full of cruel arrows, tha^ 
wound ourtearts with quarrels, jealoufy, and fufpi- 
cion, bring on coldnefs and indifference, and remove 
‘ ’ the 
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the warmth of pafSon to make room for difguft and 
fatiety : thefe, madam, are the darts which you have 
drawn forth, againft m both, and yet you expedl that 
I fhou’d love* 

BARONESS, ' 

There, indeed, I own • myfelf In the. wrong : I 
ought not to expert it ; it is not in your power : but . 
you are fidfe, and .now wou’d reproach me for it, and , 
I muft: fuiFer your infults, your fine fimilies and illuf"" 
trations : but pray, what is it I have done to lofe 
tbis.mi.ghty treafure.? w^hat have you to find/ault with ? . 

COUNT.. 

Your temper, your hum-oiirs-, .madam: beauty' 
pkafe's the eye alone, foftnefs and complacency charm , 
tfee-foub . 

BARONE.SS. 

And h^ve not you your humours too, fir ,? .- 
COUNT.'. 

Doubtlefs, madam 5 and, for that: very reafon,?; 
wouM have an indulgent wife ; one whofe fweet com-, 
plying goodnefs wou’d bend a little to my frailties, and 
condekend to reconcile me to myfelf,. to heal my 
wounds without ■ burning them, to corretS: wirhout ; 
afiuming, to govern without being a tyrant, to dnfi«. 
nuate herfelf by degrees into my heart,, as <he light ' 

■ ’■ " " of; 
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a fine da^ opens gradually on the weak and delicate 
eye : he who feels the yoke that is put on mm wih al- 
ways murmur at it ; and tyrannic love is a deity whom 
I abjure: I wou’d be a lover, but not a Have : your 
pride, madam, wou’dmake me contemptible : I have 
faults I own I have 5 but heaven made woman to 
correa the leaven of our fouls, to foften our affliaions, 
fweeten our bad humours, footh our painons, and 
us better and toppi.r beings t this was vth.t 
they were defign’d for; and, for my part, I woud 
' prefer uglinefs and a&biiity’ to beauty with pride , and 


arrogance. 


baroness. 


Excellently well moralis’d, indeed ; andfo when you 
infult, abufe, and betray me, I in return, with mean 
'complacency, muft forgive the fhameful extravagance 
^f your paffion ; and your affum’d air of grandeur and 
• magnanimity muft be a fufficient excuie to me for ah 

the bafenefs of your heart. 


COUNT. 


i^ow, madam ? 


BARONESS. 


Yes fir • I know you : it is the young Nanine who 
has done me this injury ; a child, a fert'ant, a field 
: heggar, whom my fpolifti tendernefs nourifli’d and fup- 

•„* ' ' - ported 5 
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ported ; whom your fond eafy mother^ touch’d with 
falfe pity3> took up out of the bofom of peuury and 
forrow. O you blulh^ fir, do you ? 

COUNT. 

- I5 madam r I wifli her welL 

BARONESS. 

You love her, fir : I know you do. 

COUNT. 

Well, madam, and if I did love her, know^ I 
w.ou'd openly avow it. 

BARONESS. 

Nay, I believe you are capable of it. 

COUNT. 

I am fo. 

BARONESS. 

And wou'd you break thus through all the bounds 
of decency, degrade your rank, demean your birth, 
and, plung'd as you are in fliame and infamy, laugh 
at and defy all , honour ? 

COUNT. : ' 

Call it prejudice : whatever you, or the world may 
think, madam, I never miftake vanity for honour, and 
glory : you love pomp and fplendor, and place 

grandeur 


I f2 
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grandeur and nobility in a coat' of arms : I look for It 
in t4ie heart. The man of worth, who has niodefty 
with courage, and the woman who has fenfe and fpirits 
tho’ without fortune, rank, or title, are, in my eyes, 
tlie hr ft of human kind. 

BARONESS.^ 

But Hire they ought to have fome rank and condldon 
in life. Wou’d you treat a low born fcholar, or m 
honeft man of the meaneft’ birth, becaufe be had a little 
virtue, in the fame manner, and wkh the fame refpedf, 
as your wouM a lord ? 

COUNT. 

The virtuous -fliQu’d alu^ays have the preference* 
BARONESS. 

This extravagant humility is infupportable : do 
we owe nothing then to our .rank ? 

COUNT,. 

Yes ; to be boneft* 

BARONESS. 

My noble blood v/ou’d afpire to a higher chara£ler. 

COUNT. 

That is,a high one, which dcf.es the vulgar. 

" B A R 
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BARONESS. 

Thus you degrade ull quality* 

COUNT* ' 

No : thus I do honour to humanity* 

BARONESS. 

Ridiculous i what then becomes of the world ? what 
is fafliion ? 

COUNT. 

Fafbion, madam, is defpis’d by wifdom : I will obey 
its ridiculous commands in my drefs perhaps, but not ixx 
my fentiments : No : it becomes a man to a<9: like a 
man, to preferve to himfelf his own tafte and his own 
thoughts : am I ridiculoufly to aik of others what I am 
to feek, or to avoid, to praife, or condemn ? muft the 
world decide my fate ? furely I have my reaibn, and 
that fiiou’d be my guide : apes were made for imita- 
tion only,' but man fliou'd adf from his own heart. 

baroness:* 

Why, this to be fure is freedom of fentiment, and 
talking like a philofopber. Go then,' thou noble and 
fubllme foul, go, and fall in Jove with village damfels, 
be the happy rival of ploughmen and hedgers ; and 
fuppor t the honour of your race. 

COUNT* 

Gooi heaven ! what muft I do ? How am I to ad ? 

■■ ■ S C E N M. 
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SCENE II. 

The COUNTj the BARONESS, BLAISE. 
COUNT. 

Well, fir, what do you want ? 

BLAISE. 

Your poor gardener, fir, humbly befeeches your, 
honour — 


COUNT. 

My honour! well, Blaife, and what wou’d’ft thou 
have of my honour r 

BLAISE. 

An pleafe your honour, I wouM fain be marry d 
and' — " 

COUNT. 

With all my heart, Blaife, you have my confent.; 
I like your defign, and will affift you : I love folks 
fiiou’d marry. Well, and thy fpoufe cka, Blaife, 

what ! is fhe ? handfome ? 

BLAISE. 

O yes, fir, a delicate little morfel. 

BARONESS. 

And does Ibe like you, Blaife.? 

BLAISE. 

• C O U N T. 
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COUHT. 

Wellj and her name is ? 

BLAISE. 

VeSj ’tis' — ~ , 

COUNT. 

What? 

BLAISE. 

The pretty Nanme. ’ 

\ COUNT. 

Nanine I 

.BARONESS. 

Wells very well indeed ! I i^pprpve ,pf ihe. 
extremely* 

COUNT. [Afidc* 

O. heaven ! how am I funk ! it cannot, muft not ^e. 
BLAISE. 

Fs fure, maifter will like it, 

COUNT. ; 

What! did you fay -lov’d you, rafcal I 
BLAISE. 

I beg pardon, fir, I — — 

COUNT. 

Did fee telj you that fee lov’d you, fir ? 

BLAISE. 
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BLAISE. 

Why, no, fir, not abfolutely, fir ; not direaiy ; 
but fhe feetn’d to have a little lort of a fneaking Idtid- 
nefs for me too ; a hundred times has flie faid tO' me in 
the prettieft, fofteft, moft familiar tone, ‘ help me, my 
« dear friend, Blaife, to make a fine nofegay for my 
• lord, that beft of mafters;’ then wou’d fee make 
the nofegay with fuch a pretty air, and look fo thought- 
ful, and fo abfent, and fo confufed, andfo- Oit 

was plain enough. 

COO'NT. [Afide. 

-Away, Blaife, get thee gone-— O! and am I 

agreeahje to her then r . 

BLAISE. 

Nay, mafter, now don’t put off this little affair of. 
mine. 

COUNT, 

Ha I 

BLAISE. 

You lhall fee how this hale fpot of larid will thrive 
under our hands fbon i why won t you anfwer me, fir ; 
You fay nothing. 

coulUr. [Afide. 

O \ my heart is too full : I muff retire madam, 

your fervant.- 


SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

' The BAR:0,NESS,. BLAISE. 

BARONESS. [XoherrdL 

He loves her to diftracllon, that Fm pofitive of: by 
what charms, by what happy addrefs, couM flie thus 
jfleal his heart from me ? Naniae !. good heaven ! what 
a choice ! what madnefs ! Nanine ! no j I fliall burft 
with difappointment. 

BLAISE. 

What did you fay, madam, about Nanine ? 

BARONESS. [Tohcrfclfc 

Infolent creature ! 

BLAJSE.. 

Is not Narane a charming girl ? 

BARONESS. 

No. ■ " ■ . . . 

BLAISE. 

Well, I fay no more j but do, ipeak for me, Ipcak 
for poor Blaife. 

BARONESS. 

What a dreadful ftroke is this ! 

BLAISE. 

I have a little money, madam? a few crowns : my 
father left me three good acres of land, and they IbaJl be 

_ hei's ^ 



: N A N I N E» 


ii8 

hers 5 moneys and land, every thing I have, body and 
foul, Blaife and alL 

BARONES'S. 

Believe me, Blaife, I wifh you as well as you can 
wllh yourfeif, and Ihou^d be glad to ferve you : I foou'd 
be glad to fee you marry’d this very night : nay, whale's 
more, Fll give her a portion* 

BLAISE* 

O good dear baronefs ! how I do love you I is it 
poffible you can make me fo happy ? 

BARONESS, 

Alas ! Blaife, I am afraid I cannot i wefhall nevci 
fucceed, 

BLAISE. 

O but you muft, madam* 

I wilh to God flhie waS' yoirr wife t wait for my 
orders* 

BLAISE* 

And muft I wait ? not long I hope* 

BARONESS* 

Be gone* 

BLAISE* 

Servant, madam ; I fliall have her, I feall have he/* 

■ „ . ^ ■ SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

The BARONESS. . [AIoi,e. 

What a ftfange adventure ! -cou’d I have receiv’d a 
more cruel, injury? a more fhameful affront? the 
Count d’ Olban rivall’d by a gardener — here, boy, 
\Jhe calls out to her fervant] fetch Nanine to me ; 
fincelam fo unhappy, I muff examine her: where 
cou’d file have learn’d this art of flattery? who 
taught her to gain hearts, and to preferve them* 
to hght up a ffrong and a lafting flame ? where .? 
doubtlefs, m her eyes, in plain and Ample nature; 
but this fliameful and unworthy paflionofhis is ffij] a 
fecreti it has not dared as yet to appear openly. 
D Olban, I fee, has his fcruples about it : fo much 
the worfe ; if he had none, I might fiill have hopes j 
•but he has all the fyinptoms of true love : Of here 
fee comes, the fight of her hurts me j nature is moft 
nnjuft, to beftow fo much beauty on fuch a creaturci 
*iis an affront to nobility : come this way, madam. 


SCENE V, 

The baroness, NANINE. 


Madam. 


NANINE. 


BARO- 


12,0 
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bakoness. 

A„a«t, rf<erall,ll>c » not fo very handfome t ihot 
„,„t bket eyes of he* exprefs nothing i but .f the, 

I cotne> madam, as is my duty. 

baroness. 

Yes • but you make me wait a little for you t pry* 

, , na ftep on : bow aukwardly fte is made • 

wW. mein there is! he never made for fach.a 

creature as thee. , j^j^nINE. 

. ,Tis very mre, madam : I alTere yorr, I have oto 
i , I’i in Lre. when T look’d on thefe fine dote: 
“ re..y -re yonr firft pr.fcn. ro me, theeffea * 
“t goodnefs v,hich I (hall ever aeknovdedge, a^ 
tot generons care with whieh you were pit.sd V, 

tno.rme: yootook a pride in dreffingme : O »• 

drm, remember how often yoa have P™'f ed mm 
Wfcv.n.e, madam, I am «» the tee : weytaJ 
jL wiOr to humble a fubmiffive heart, wh.cn c» 
never forget itfelff 


■.rinvtha. coach nearer tome - O I amdiftnaed: 


r^niig 1^3 

■whence com. yo»P»ha.h.v=ye«bee"ebo„.^ ^ 
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NANJNE. 

Reading, madam. 

BARONESS. 

. Reading what ? 

NANINE. 

An Englifli book that was given me. 

BARONESS. 

What’s the fubjecl of it ? 

. NANINE, , 

’Tis extremely intereiling : the author wou’d have 
us believe that we are all brethren, all born equals and 
on ^ level v/ith each others but "tis ah idle chiinera^ 
I can’t reconcile my felf to his doilrine. 

BARONESS. [Afid-e. 

She willfoon,! fuppofe — ^what vanity ! NaiuneJ 

bring me my ilandilh, and pen and ink. 

. ■ . ' NANJNE. 

Yes, madam. . ' ' ■ 

BARONESS. 

No; ftay : give me fomething to drink. 

NANINE, 

What, madam ? 

BARONESS. 

Nothing : it’s no matter ; take niy fan. — go and 
fetch my gloves— or ^ fey — it does not fighify, you 

need 


need not: come hither: take you care, I defire,- 
never to think yourfelf handfoxne. 

; nanine. 

That, madam, is a ielTon you have fo often taught 

me that if I had fo much vanity, and felf-love had 

fuch influence over my foolifc heart, you wou’d foon 

have cured me of it. r a - !» 

° baroness. [Aiide. 

Where can fhe have learn’d all this r how I hats 
her' beauty and wit together! ’tis intolerable — 
hark’ee, child, you know the tendernefs I had for you 
in your infancy. 

Yes, madam, and 1 hope my youth will be honour'd 

with equal goodnefs from you. 

baroness. 

Be careful then to deferve it ; it is my intention now, 

this very day, nay this very hour, to fix and eftablifh 

your bappinefs ; judge then whether I love you. 

nanine. ■ 

Tofixmyhappinds? 

BARONESS. 

Yes: I will give you a portion : the hufband i 
defign for you is well-made, and everyway worthy of 
you j a proper match for you- in every particular, and 
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the only one that at prefent cou’d fuit jou : you ought 
to thank me for the choice : in a word, ^tis Blaife the 
gardener. 

NANIKE. 

Blaife, madam ? 

BARONESS* 

Yes: why that fimpering? do you hefitats a 
moment to confent? my olFers, madam, I woifd 
have you to know, are commands ; obey, or expeci 
my refentment. 

NANINB, 

But, madam ~ 

BARONESS, 

Let me have no tox, they offend me : a pretty thing 
indeed, for your impertinence to refufe a hufband at 
my hands ! that fimple heart of yours is fwelFd to a 
fine degree of vanity; but your boldnefs is a little 
premature, and your triumph will be of ftiort du- 
ration : you take advantage of the capricious fortune 
of one lucky day, but fliall foon fee what will be the 
event. Thou ungrateful little wretch, haft thou the 
infoknee to pleafe? you undeiffand me, madam, buf 
rii bring you back to that nothingnefs from whence 
you came, and you fliail lament your folly and your 
pride: Til ihutyouupfor the reft of your life in a 
convent. .■■■, 

YoulV. G ^ 'NANIWX' 
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' nanine. 

On my knees I thank you, madam j do, fiiut toe 

up, my fate will be too mild; yes, madam, of all the 
benefits you have ever beftow’d on me, this, which you 
call a punifhment, I fhal! efteem the gteatefl: favour ; 
fnut me upforeverin acloifter, there I will thank you 
for your goodnefs, and blefs my dear mafter: there I 
faall learn to calm thofe cruel fears, thofe dreadfu} 
alarms, thofe worft of evils, thofe paffions that are tar 
more dangerous to me even than your refentment, 
which fills me with terror and aftonifliment : O 
madam, by that anger, I entreat you, deliver me, 
fave me, fave me, if .poiEble, from myfelf j this mo- 
ment I am ready to go. 

BARONESS. 

What do I hear? can it be? are you in earneft, 
Nanine, or mean you to deceive me ? 

nanine^ 

No: indeed I do not. O dome this charming, this 
divine favour ; my heart ftands too much in need of it. 

BARONESS. [With tranfport. 

^ife then, and let me embrace you. O happy hour ! 
my dear Nanine, my friend, I’ll 'go this inftant and 
prepare your fweet retreat O ’tis a charming thing to 
liye in a convent ! NANINE. 
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NANINE. , 

*Tis at leaft a flidter from the worlds and all its 

cares* . ■ 

BARONESS, 

Oj my dear,. /tis a delightful jfituatiott* 

NANINE. 

Do you think fb, madam ? . 

BARONESS. 

This world is a hateful place — -jealous — 

NANINE. [Siglung. 

’Tis fo indeed, 

BARONESS. 

Foolifli, wicked, vain, deceitful, inconflant, and 
ungrateful : O "tis a horrid place. 

■ NANINE. 

Yes, I fee it wouM be fatal to mO:, I ought to flee 
from it, 

BARONESS. 

You ought indeed : a good convent is the befi: 
haven of fecurhy : Now, my good lord, I think, | 
flrall be beforehand with you. 

NANINE. 

Did you fay any thing about my mafter, madam I 

G-2 .baroness. 
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BARONESS. 

O Nanlne, I love thee even to madnefs: this; 
moment I wouMj if poiEble, lock thee up never to 
come out again ; but to night it is too late^ we muft 
wait till morning. Hark’ee, child, come to me at 
midnight to my apartment, and we *wili fet off fecretly 
for the convent : be ready by five at furtheft. 

5 C E N E VL 

NANINE. [Alone. 

How diftrefsful is my condition ! what trouble and 
uneafinefs do I feel ! and what various paiEons rife in 
my foul ! to leave lb good, fo amiable a mafter, perhaps 
to offend him by it: and yet, if I had ftay’d, this ex^ 
cefs of his goodnefs might have brought on worfe ca- 
lamities, and put his whole family in confufion. The 
baronefs feems apprehenfive he has a particular regard 
for me: but his heart cou’d never ffoopfo low ; I muft 
not, dare not think of it : and mj lady feems defpe- 
rately angry about it : am I, bated then, and &ou"d I 
be afraid of being belov’d ? O but. myfelf, myfelf I 
have moft reafon to fear, and my foolilh heart, that 
, beaits fo at the thought of him. What will become of 
me B taken out of my humble ftate, my notions now 
are too refined ^4 too exalted : it is a misfortune, nay, 
. mi 
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and it is a fault too, to have a.mind above one’s con- 
dition. I snuft go : I know it will kill me :■ but ne 
matter^ , , . 

SCENE VIL 

The COU'NTj N A NINE, a- femat. '■ 

COUNT, 

Stay at that door there fomebody, d’ye hear ? bring 
chairs here^ quick, make hafte. [He hows to Nanim^ 
who mdkes him a low court efyJ\ Come, St down* 

NANINE. 

Who, I fir ? 

C-OUNT. ’ . , 

Yes : 1 will have it fo ; I mean to pay you, Nanine^ 
that refpecl w^hich your condud, your beauty, ami 
merit deferve ; fhines the diamond with lefs luftre, or 
is it iefs valuable, becaufe found in a defert? What’s 
the matter? your eyes feem bath’d in tears: O I fee 
k but too plain 5 our angry baronefs, jealous of your 
charms, has been venting her ill humours on you, and 
left my poor girl weeping. , 

NANINE. 

No, fir, no : her goodnefs, I affure you, to me was 
never greater than at prefent ; but every thing here 
foftens and ajEFeOs me* 

G 3 COUNT* 
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COUNT, 

Fm |!ad to hear it j I was afraid it was fome of her 
malice, " 

NANINE. 

Why foj fir ? 

. . COUNT. 

O my dear girlj jealoufy reigns in every breafi 
every man is jealous when he is in love, and every 
woman even before fhe is fo* A young and beautiful 
girl, who at the fametiiiie is good-natured and fincere^ 
is fure to difpleafe her whole fex : men are more jufts 
and we endeavour as well as we can to revenge our- 
felves on you for your jealouiy : but, wdth regard to 
Maninej I only do herjuffice, I love that heart which 
is void of artifice s I admire the difplay of thofe extra- 
ordinary talents which you have fo finely cultivated j 
and I am both furpris’d and charmed at the ingenuous 
fimplicity of your manners* 

KANINE. 

O, fir, my merit is finall indeed i but I have feen 
you, have heard and been inftrudled by you: you 
have rais'd me too high above my humble birth : I 
owe you but too much : from you only I have learn’d 
to thinfc* 

COUNT. 

: Q Nanine, wit and goqd-fenfe are not to be taught. 

'nANINE' 
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KAININE. 

I think too muchj I fear, for one in my ftalKon : my 
fortune defignM me for the Jowell rank in life. 

COUNT. 

Your virtues have plac’d you in the high eft r bii^ 
tdl me ingenuoiifly^ what cffeclhad that Eiigiift beak' 
1 knt you i 

NANINE. 

. Not convinc’d me at a!l> fir ; I am more than ever 
of opinion^ that there are hearts fo noble and fo gene" 
rous, that all others muft appear mean and vile when 
put in comparifon ’^ith them. 

■" COUNT,' 

True, Nanine, and you areyourfelfa prpof of it : ' 
but permit me to raife you for the future to a rank 
and fta ti on here lefs unworthy of you, 

N A NINE.. 

My condition, fir, is already too high, and too de- 
grable for m.e,' ■ 

COUNT, 

No, Nanine, that cannot be: henceforward I 
fiiall confider you as one of the family 1 my mother is 
coming, ihe will look on you as her daughter ; my 
G 4 efteeni’ 
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efteem, and her tender friendfhip, will put you on a 
dilFerent footing, and place you in a better rank than 

you hav# hitherto held under a proud and imperious 

% 

woman* 

NANINE* [Afide* 

She only taught me my duty, fir — and a hard one 
it is to fulfil. 

COUNT. 

What duty? yours, Nanine, is only to pleafe, and 
that you always perform ; wou"d I cou’d do fo too { 
but you Ihou’d be more atyour eafe, and appear \vith 
more fplendor i you are not yet in your proper fphere* 

KAN IKE. 

lam indeed quite out of it, and it is that which makes 
-iJ>e unhappy 5 ^tis my misfortune^ perhaps an irreparable 
one. I Rijing ] O my lord, my mafter, remove, I " 
befeecb you, from me; all thefe vanities : I am con- 
fused, overwhelmed withyour excefs of gopdnefs ^ let 
me live unknown ^nd unenvy’d ; heav’n form’d me for 
obfcurity, .and humility has nothing in it that to me 
is grating or difagreeable : leave me to my retreat 5 
what Ihou’d I do in the world, what ftiou’d I wilh to 
fe^ there, after the admiration of your virtues ? 

^ COUNT 


N' A- N I N* E; ip 

COUNT. [Tohimfeif. 

It is too much, I can refift no longer. 

[To.Nanine,. , 

You remain In obfcurity? you? 

NAHINE. ■ 

Whatever I may do, permit me to afk one favour of 
you. 

COUNT. 

What is it? fpeak. 

NANINE. 

For fome time paft you have loaded me with prefents. 

COUNT. 

Pardon me, Nanine, I aSed but as a tender father, 
who lov’d his child : I hav6 not the art to fet off my 
prefentsby flattery, I' aim not at gallantry, and only 
defire to be juft : fortune had done you wrong, and I 
meant to revenge the injury : but nature, in recom- 
pence for it, lavifh’d all her bounties on you, and her. 

I ftrove to imitate, . . ’ ' , “ 

NANiNE. . 

You have done a great deal too much j but I flatter 
myfelf I may be permitted, without being thought un- 
grateful, to difpofe of thofe noble prefents, which, I 
fliall ever hold dear becaufe they came from you. 

GS 


COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

You mean to affront me, fure. 

SCENE VIIL 

The COUNT, NANINE, GERMON. 

GERM ON. 

My lady wants you flie waits. 

COUNT. 

Let her wait then : .what ! can’t I fpeak a moment 
to ypu without being interrupted i 

nanine. 

It gives me pain to leave you j but you know, fir, 
fbe was my miftrefs* 

COUNT. 

No : I know it not, nor ever wilh 

■ ' NANINE. 

She has flill a powder over me. 

' , . ' COUNT. 

No fiich thing : £he fhall have none — you figh, 
Nanine, tbere’£ fomething at the bottom of that hearty 
what’s t^ matter ? . ' 

NANINE. 
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NANINE. 

lam forry to leave you fir — but I muft — O heaven 
mow all is over, 

[She goes cut 

SCENE IX. 

The COUNT, GERMON. 

COUNT. .[Tohimfelf;.^ 

She wept as flie left me; for a long time Ihe has 
groan’d beneath the tyrannical caprice of this peevifh, 
fearonefsj who Infulcs her : and by what right, or what 
authority ? but ’tis an abufe which I will never fuffer : 
this world is nothing but a lottery of wealth,, titles, 
dignities, rights, and privileges, barter’d for without 
legal claim, and fcatter’d without diftinftipn — here,^ 
you,— . 

GERMO.N., ' 

My lord* 

' CG.'UN.t: ' ■ ' , 

To morrow morning lay this 'purfe of a hundfed 
louis-dor’s upon, her toilette; be fare you don’t fatf;. 
you muft then, go and fee- after her fervants below, 
they’ll wait there,. 

GJ5RMON‘ 

The baroneft fha,ll certainly have them on her; 
toil ette according to your, orders* 
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COUNT, 

Blockhead, they’re notfor her : for Naitinc, I tell you, 

■% 

GERMONu 

O very well, fir, I beg pardon. 

COUNT. 

Begone, leave me* ^Germon gm cut*] This ten- 
dernefs of mine can never be a weaknefs in me : true, 
I idollfe her ; but my heart was not touchM by her 
beauty only, her charatfter is to the laft degree amiable : 
I admire her ibul j but then her low condition — it is 
• too high j were fhe lower, I fliouM love her yet 
mqrfe: but can I marry her? doubtlefs I may^ can 
one pay too dear for being happy ? fiial! I fear the cen* 
fure of an idle world, and let pride deprive me of ail 
I wifh for? but then cuftom — —a cruel tyrant : nature 
has a prior right, and fliou’d be obey’d : and fo I am 
Blaife’s rival too • and why not ? Blaife is a man ^ he 
loves her, and he is in the right of it ; fhe can be but 
in the poffclEon of one, though the defire of all : gar-* 
dencrs may figb for her, and fo might kings; myhap- 
pinefs will jufiify my choice* 

Enp of the First Act* 

- ACT 
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A C T IL SCENE L 

The COUNT, MARIN. 

COUNT. [Tohisjfelf. 

W ELL: this night is a whole year to .me: 

not once have I clofed my eyes-Iids : every 
tody is afleep but me ; Nanine fleeps in peace, a fweet 
repofe refreflies her charms, whilft I wander from place 
to place, and can find no reft : I fit down to write, 
but can’t : then ftrive to read, but all in vaiii j I don’t . 
know the words before me whilft I am looking on th^m, 
nor can my mind retain a Tingle idea : methinks, in 
every page, I fee the name of Nanine imprinted by 

Tome hand divine -hola ! whofe there ? all afleep f 

Germon, Marin. 

MARIN. [Behind the Tcenres, 

Coming, fin 

COUNT. 

You idle rafcals, make haAc, it^s broad dUy-]ight | • 
come, come. 

MARIN. 

Lard, fir, what fpirit has rais’d you up fo early this . 
morning ? • 

COUNT, 

Love. 


MARIN. 
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MARIN. 

O ho ! my lady will let none of us fleep long in this 
houfe ; what did you want, fit ? 

COUNT. 

Why, Marin, I muft havej let me fee, by to- 
morrow at furtheft, fix new horfes, a new equipage, 
a clever chamber-maid, notable, and careful, a valet- 
de-chambre, and two footmen, youjig, and well- 
made, and no libertines ; fome diamonds, fome very 
fine buckles, fome gold trinkets, and fome new fluffs J 
therefore be gone, ride pofl to Paris this inftant, never 
Blind killing a few horfes. 

.MARIN. 

o bo, I fee how k is; you are caught; my, lady 
baronefs is to be our miftrefs to day, I fuppofe; you. 
are going to be marry d to her at laft ? 

0 COUNT, 

Whatever my intention is, go you about your 
bufinefs ; fiy, and make hafle back. 

MARIN. 

J’m gone, fir. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IE 

The COUNT, GERMON. 

COUNT, [TohimMC 

And fhall I then enjoy the fweet pleafixre of honour- 
ing, of making happy the dear ■'obje(5i of my love? 
The baronefs, I know^ will be in a rage : with all my 
heart, let her rave as long as fhe will; I dbfpife her, 
and the world, and its opinion ; and am afraid of no 
body : I will never be the flave of prejudice, k is an enemy 
whom we ought to fubdue, thofe who make a ratio- 
nal mind more virtuous, and thofe only are refpedla- 
ble : but hark ! what noife is that in the court ? a 
chariot fure : it mull: be fo i yet who cou’d come at 
this time in the morning ? , my mother perhaps* Ger- 
men — 

„ GTRMOH* ■ ■■ 

Sir,- ‘ , 

COUNT. 

. What is that ? 

GERMON. 

A chariot, fir. 

COUNT. 

When's is it ? any body coming here ? 

GERMON. 

No, fir, they’re going. , 

COUNT/ 
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COUNT* 

Going? who? where? 

GERMON. 

The baronefs, fir, going out immediately* 

COUNT. 

O with all my heart, let her go for ever if fhe pleafes I 

GERMON. 

Nanine and flie are this minute fetting out. 

COUNT. 

O heav’n ! what fayfl: thou ? Nanine ? 

GERMON. 

So the maid faysj fir. 

- COUNT,' 

How is this? 

, " ' ■ GERMON.' 

My lady, fir, ' is going with her this morning, to 
put her into a neighbouring convent. 

COUNT. 

Away : fly: let us begOrte : but what am I about ? 
I am too warm to talk to them : no matter, Fli go | 

1 ought- but flop, that mufl: not, be, I fhoud at 

once difcover all my paffion : no — go, Germon, -flop 
them, let every thing be fail 5 bring Nanine to me, 
or anfwer it with your life, So they 

■ ■ ' , wou'd 
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wouM have carry'd her off f what a dreadful ffrofce ! 
ungrateful, cruel, unjuft woman ! how have I deferv^'d 
this ! what have I done ! I only lovM, and adored her ^ 
but never declarM my pafEon ,* never endeavour'd to 
force her inclinations, or to alarm her fearful inno- 
cence ; why fliou'd ihe Hy from me i the more I think 
o-n it, the more I am aftonifla'd. 

SCENE IIL 

The COUNT, NANINE. 

COUNT. 

My fweet girl, is it you ? what, run away from 
me ? anfwer me, explain this myftVy to me : terrify 
I fuppofe, with the baronefs's threats, you were wil- 
ling to efcapei and that tender regard which I have 
long had for your virtues, I know, has qxnckned her 
refentment : you cou'd not fure yourfcif have thought 
of leaving me, of depriving this place of its faireft or- 
nament : laft night, when 1 law you in tears, tell me, 
Nanine, had you any intention' of this ? anfwer me,- 
tell me, why wou'd you have wilb^d to leave me ? 

NANINE. 

Behold me on my knees, and trembling before you 

COUNT. [I^ahkg her wp. 

Rife, Nanine, and tell me-^-Itrerjible more myfelC 

■^NANINE^ 
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NANINE. 

My lady, fir — 

COUMT, ' 

Well — what of her? 

NANINE. 

, That lady, fir, whom I honour and efleem, did 
»ot, I alfure you, force me to the convent* 

COUNT* 

And cou’d it then be your own clioicc ? O mlfery ! 

■ NAKINB* 

It wasj I^own it was : I entreated her to reftrain my 
wapdVing thoughts— fire wanted to have marry'd me» 

COUNT- . : 

/ Indeed? to whom? 

- ■ NA-N-XHE.; 

To your gardener. 

COUNT. 

, O the worthy choice ! 

• ■ NANINE. , 

I, fir, was afham^d, and to the laft degree 
^^PPy ' I who in vain endeavour to flifle fentiments fa** 
above my condition, I whom your bounty had rais’d 
too high, nmft now bepunifti’d by the !ofs of that good^* 
nefs which I never deferv’d. 


COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

You punifh yourfelf, Naniiie, and for what? 

KANINT. 

For having dared to raife the refentment of your re- 
lation, fir, who was once my miRrefs ; I know, fir, 
I am difagrecahle to her j the very fight of me difgufls 
her : iEc has reafon indeed, for when I was near her, I 
was guilty of a weaknefs which I fhall ever feel } it 
grows upon me every hour : but I wou^ have torn it 
from my breaft j I would have humbled, by the au- 
fterities-of a convent, this proud heart, exalted by your 
goodnefs, and revenged on it the involuntary crime : 
but the bktereft grief I felt, was my fear of oiFending 
you. 

COUNT. [Twnmg from her, and walking about* 

What fenthnents ! . what a noble and ingenuous 
mind ! Can ihe be prejudic’d in , ray favour? was Ihe 
afraid of loving, me ? O exalted virtue I 

NANINE. 

If I have offended you, I beg a thoufand pardons | 
but permit me, fir, in feme deep retreat to hide my 
forrows, and to refledl in fecret on iny own duty, and 
your goodnefs to me* 

'■/ ' • , aQ..lINT.- 
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COUNT, 

No more of that : now, obfen^e me, the baroiiefe 
is yo^ir friend, and out of her generofity has provided 
you with a fervant, a rujftic, a boor, for your hufband% 
I know of one who will at leafi be lefs .unworthy of 
you : in birth and fortune far fuperior to Blaife ; young, 
honeft, and well provided for : a man, I afilire you, 
of fenfe and refiediion 5 his character very different 
from thofe of the prefent age : if I am not much mif- 
taken, he"*!! make you an excellent hufband : is not this 
better than a convent ? 

NANINE. 

^ No ; fir, I own to you, this new favour which you 
wou*4 beftow on me has nothing in it that can give me 
any real fatisfaSion : you know my grateful heart, tead 
^ere my real and fee why I wifh to retreat 

fi*om the world : a gardener, or the monarch of the 
whole world, who fiiou'd offer marriage to me, wou^d 
be equally difpleafing* 

. :• , COUNT, 

You have determiii’d me : and now, Nanine, know 
the man for whom I have defign’d you : you already 
efteemhim : he is yours j he adores you ; that hufband 
is — myfelf. I fee, you are troubled and furpriz’d f biit 
fpeak to me * my life depends on you : O recollect 
yourfelf, you are ftrangely agitated. 

N ANINE. 
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NANINE.' 

What do I hear ? can it be ? 

, COUNT/ ^ 

It is no more than you deferve. 

NANINE. 

In love with me ? O do not think, do not imagine I 
will ever dare to claim my conqueft ; no, fir> never 
will 1 fufFer you to defcend thus low for me ; fuch 
marriages, believe me, hr, are always unhappy : tafte 
goes ofF, and repentance alone remains. No, I will 
call your anceftors to witnefs “ — alas ! fir, think 
not on me : you took pity on my youth : this heart, 
which you have formed, which is your own Work, 
wpu’d be unworthy of your care, if it cou' d accept 
■frotn you this nobleft prefent. No, fir, 1 owe you at 
leaft this refufal : my heart fliall facrifice itfelf for your 

Me* ' ' ' 

COUNT. . 

No mote: for I am refoVd, and you fliall be .my 
wife. Did you not this moment afihre: me you wou'd 
refufe every other man, tho’ he were a prince ? 

NANINE. ' 

' I did, and repent not of the refolution* 

COUNT; ■ 

Do you haet me then ? 

NANINE* 
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NANINE. 

ShouM I have fied from, fliou'd i have avoided^ fliou'd 
I have fear’dj if I had hated you ? 

C 0 UN T, 
hris enough^ and I am fix'd, 

NANIHE, 

vvl.:3t i'-' en hav': you determin'd on ? 

COUNT. 

Our fi:an<:iye. 

NANINE. 

Thlnkj fir* 

COUNT. 

I have thought of every thing. 

NANINE.’ 

And forefeen too ? 

COUNT. 

I have. 

-NANINE. " '■ 

If you Jove me, .believe me, fir — — — 

COUNT. 

I do believe — that I have refolv'd on die only meam' 
to make myfelf happy. 

NANINE. 

But you forget— ^ ^ 

. ■ COUNT. 
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COUNT. 

I have forgot nothing : every thing is orderM^ and 
every thing fhall be ready» 

NANINE. 

What! in fpite of all I fay, will your obftmate 
paiBon— — — 

COUNT. 

Yes, fpite of thee, my impatient love muft urge the 
happy iiioment. I will quit thee for a minute, that 
henceforth we may never part : adieu, my dear 
Nanine. 

SCENE IV.. 

NANINE. , [Alone. 

Good, heaven ! do I dream ? or am I indeed arriv’d 
at the fubmit of earthly happinefs ? ’tis not the honour, 
great as it is, ’tis not the fplendor that dazzles me : 
.no: I defpife it all : but to wed the moft generous of 
men, the dear objedl of all my fearful wiQies, him 
whom I was fo much afraid of loving, him whom I 
adore, yet I love him too much to wifh he fhou'd 
demean himfelf for my fike : but it is impoISble to 
avoid it ; 1 cannot now efcape him : what can I do ? 
heaven, I truft, will dire<3: me, and fupport my weak- 
nefs, perhaps even — hut I’ll write to him — and yet 
how to begin, and what to fay — what a furprife 1 I 

’ wifi 
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will write immediately, before I enter into this foIeinH 

cngEgcnicflt* 

S C E N E V, , 

- NANINE, BLAISE. 

BLAISE. 

O there file is: wellj my little maid^ my lady has 
fpoke to you in my favour, has not file ? ha ? fiie 
writes on, and takes no notice of nie. 

NANINE. IWmmgon. 

O Blaife, good morrow to you. 

BLAISE. 

Good morrow is but a cold compliment. 

NANINE. [Writing. 

Every word I write doubles my diftrefs, and my 
whole letter is full of doubts and uMeafmefs* 

BLASE. 

How flbe writes offhand ! O filers a great genius 5 
and a monftrous wit : I wifli I was a wit too, then Fd 
tell her — ^ 

NANIHE. 

Weil, fir. 

BLAISE. 

Lack-a-day, flic’s fb clever. I’m afraid to fpeak : I 
fliall never be able to break my mind to her-^ yet I 
was hot upon’t, and came here o’purpofe, that I did. 


NANINE* 
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NANINE. , 

Dear Blaife, you muft do me a piece of fervice. 
BLAISE. 

Marry, t'vvo, and you v/ilL . - 

‘ MANINE. 

I Giall truft to your diTcretion, to your good heart, 
Blaiie ; ziay, I do you but jufticc. 

BLAISE. 

O no ceremony; for look you, ma’am, Elaife is' 
ready to ferve you, and there’s an end of it. Conie> 
come, 'make no fecret.. 

HA NINE. • 

You often go to the neighbouring village, to Re*, 
mival, the right hand of the road. 

BLAISE. ■ ■ , ' , ' 

Yes, yes. 

NANINE. • ; ■ ' - - 

. Cell’d you find one Philip Hombert for me there? 
BLAISE.- 

Philip Hombert ? I know nothing of him : Vfiat 

fort of a man is he ? ■ 

KANINE, 

He came there, I heli w, but yefterday evening s 
do you enquire him out, and give him immediately 
this money, and this letter. 

VoL. lY. • H BLAISE.. 

£ 
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BLAISE, 

O money is it? 

NANINE, 

And at the fame time deliver him this packet : go on 
horfe-backj that you may return the fooner : away^ 
make hafte, and be alTur’d Tl! remember you for it« 

BLAI-S-E. 

I wou^ go for you to the M^orld’s end — this Philip 
Hombert is a happy rogue : the purfe is full : all 
ready Rhino, What> is it a debt ? 

N A NINE, 

Yes: and well-provM : nothing can be more fa- 
cred) therefore take care of it: hark’ee, Blaife? 
Hombert may not be known in the village, perhaps he 
is not yet returned : if you can’t give the letter into his 
own hands, bring it me back again : my dear friend, 
remember that, 

BLAISE* 

My dear friend! 

NANINE, 

; I fhall depend upon you, 

BLAISE, 

,Per dear friend ! Ofrid ! 


NANINK 
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NANIN.E, 

I rely intirely upon you, and expert: every thing 
from your fidelity. 

• SCENE VL, 

. The BAROKESS, BLAISE. 

BLAISE. 

What a meffage ! and where the deuce cou’d this 
money come from? it wou’d have been of fervice to 
me in houfe-keeping : but fhe has a friendfhip for me, 
and that’s better than money, fo away v/e go. 

[As he is puting the meiicy and letter into his pocket, he 
meets the baronefs, and runs full againft her. 

BARONESS. 

How now, booby ? a little more and you’d broke 
my head. 

BLAISE. 

I beg your pardon, madam. 

BARONESS. 

Where are you going? have you heard any thing of 
Nanine ? what is flie about ? is the count in a violent 
paffion? what have you got there, a letter ? 

BLAISE. 

O that’s a fecret : poife on her ! 

H2 BA'RO^ 
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Let me look at it, 

BLAISE. 

Nariliie will be angry, 

BARONESS. 

Naninc ! £:c write, and fend it by you r gi^ 

ir me this minute, or Fli break off your match imme- 
diate!/ ; giv'c it me, I ffy. 

BLAISE. [Landiir^^, 

He'! he! 

BxARONLSS. 

What do YOU LuiSih at ? 

B L A, I S E. r Slid laaglilag, 

A'h!ah! 

■BxARONESS. 

Imu^ know the contents of this^^ — [Breaks t^pen 

the hiprl If 1 am not miftaken, they concern me 

nearb/, ■ • ' 

■ BLAISE. [Laughhig. 

Ah! all!' ah I how file is niclFcl now! fne has 
got nothing there but a ferap of paper: but I flial! 
keep the money? and carry it to Philip Hombert: 
yes', yes, muftobey my miftrefs, .Servant, ma^am/ 


S C E-N E 
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The BARONESS akiie, , 

No'w let's fee v/hat we have got. Ecth 

my joy and tendernefs are unipeakubie^ as is my' 
liappineis aifo : what a moment was this tor you to 
come lu ! when I cannot fee or hear you^ cannot 
tiirovv my felf into your arms : but^ I conjure, you> 
take tbefe packets, and accept the contents of 
them. Know, I, have been cficr’d ,a moll noble 
** and truly enviable condition in life, fuch as I might 
well be dazzled with the profpeil of: but there is 
nothing which I wou’d not facrifice.to the only one 
upon earth whom my heait ought to love/' Very 
fine indeed ! upon my word, Mrs. Nanine, an ex- 
cellent ftiie: how prettily flie writes! the innocent 
‘Orphan: her pailion fpeaks moft eloquently: a rare 
billet this ! O, thou fly jade : thus you deceiv'd poor 
Blaifc, and thus depriv’d me of my lover : this going 
into a convent, I find, was all a feint, a' pretences 
and the count’s money, it feems, is for Philip Hom- 
bert : thou little coquette! but I am glad on’t ; the 
count’s perfidioufnefs to me deferv’d this return : I 
thought indeed Nanine’s heart was as mean as,, her. 
birth, and now l am fatisfy’d of it. , ' | 

■ ' H 3 . .SCENE 
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SCENE Via 

The COUNT, BARONESS, 
BARONESS. 

But here comes the philofopherj the fentimental 
count d'Oiban, the wife lover, the man above preju- 
dice: 3 ^'our fervant, noble count, approach and laugh, 
my dear lover, at the moft ridiculous circuinfiance : 
do you know Philip Hombert, of Remival ? but, to 
be fure, you can’t be a ftranger to your ~ rival* 

COUNT. 

What 1$ all this, pray ? 

■ •Vi'U B-ARO-NESS. 

This billet perhaps wilt inform you: this Hbm*^ 
lett^ muRbe a handfome lad. 

. ^ ^ COUNT. 

You are too kte, madam, now with your fchemes; 
my- refolution once made, 1 am not to be fcaken : be 
fatisfy'd, madam, with the fhameful trick you wanted 
to play me this morning. 


BAR'ONTSS. 


" fihd'thS ISew'.'oneaworfej-f believe: there^- 

%ad : hirnthikmr} youli like it Taffly; you 


know 
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kiKJW the handj and you know the virtue of the dear 
nymph that has fuhdued you : IWhilft he is rmding it 
he Jmns confounded^ grows. pale^ met angrf] wei]^ Jlr^ 
what think you of the ftile ? — he fees nothing, fays 
nothing, hears nothing : poor man ! but he deferves 

it. ’ 

COUKT. * 

Did I read aright ? it cannot be. I am aftoniih’d,. 
thunder-ftmek i ungrateful fex 1 perfidious creature ! 

BARONESS. . [Afide. ■' 

I know bis temper well; naturally yiolent, quick 
and refolute : hell do fomething immediately* 

S C E N E 'IXI" " ■ 

Th« COUNT, BARONES-'S, GERMO.N. ■ 
GERMON.- 

Yonder comes madam Qlb^l fee^s in the avenue 
already. 

.BARONESSi - 
is the old woman return^ I 

•■GE-RM.ON., 

Sir, fir, my lady, your mother, is c©mmg^ 
BARONESS.. 

His ahger has taken away his bearing : the letter 
operates.: finely^. ■ 

■ H GER"* 
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G E R M O . [ Bawling ovit to him. 

Sir. ■ 

COUHT. 

Does ilie think 

GERM ON. ^ [Aland. 

My lad/s fir, your mother. 

COUNT. 

Whj:jt la Nanine doing at ibii hillaiit I 
CEIIMON* 

Writing in her ov,^n jspartment but^^ fir « 

COUNT. C With an air of cooJnefs. 
Go, feize her papers j bring mz vrhat Cic writes, 
and then let her be fent away, 

GERMOH. 

Who, fir? 

COUNT.' 

Nanine. 

. G-EBMON. 

I can never have the heart to do it, fir; O, fir, if 
you knew how flie charms us all, fo noble, fo good ! 


■ COUNT. 

Do it, fir, or fee my face no more. 

GEBMON. 

I obey, fin 


[ He goes ouii. 


SCENE 
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The COUNT, BARONESS. 

BARONESS. 

Now, the day is ours : I give you joy, fir, of your 
return to reafon : now, fir, is not it true as I told you, 
the low-bred always retain foniething of their former 
condition, and perfons of family alone have hearts 
truly noble ? Blood, fir, let me tell you, does every 
thing, and nisannefs of birth will inf:>irc Nanine with 
fentiments you never fufpedted her of. 

COUNT. 

That I don’t believe : but come, we’ll talk n ,9 
more about It, but endeavour' to make amends for |)ail 
errors: every man has his follies, at fjmc part of his 
lifei we all go wrongs and he is kail to blame v/ho ; 
repents the fooneft. 

BAR.QHESS. ’ 

’Tis well obferv’d. * 

COUNT, 

Never mention her to me again : be filent on tba^ 
head, I entreat you, 

BxVRONESS. 

Moft wdllingly* 

H's COUNTy' 
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COUNT. 

I beg this fubjeib of our difpute may be intirely 
forgot. 

IBARONESS. 

But will you remember then your former vows ? 

COUNT. 

Wellj well, I underftand youj I will. 

BARONESS. . 

And quickly too, or you will not repair the injury : 
our marriage fo fhamefully deferr’d is an affront ~ 

COUNT. 

That fliall be made amends for j but, madam, we 
mull have — ^ 

BARONESS. 

Have what ? we muft have aJa^^^'en 
■ COUNT.- ' 

You know, madam, that- — I waited for my 
mother. 

BARONESS. 

And here fte comes. 



W A»- N’ . ¥ E.. . 157- 

SCENE n. 


The MARCHIONESS D’OLBAN, the COtFNT, BAE-ONESS.. 


COUNT. [To his mother. 

Madam, I fiiou’d hare— O, Philip Hom- 
bert! [To Ms mother} but yau have prevented me : : 
my reipedt, and tenderneis — ^AJide} with that air^ 
of innocence too I perfidious wretch ! 


MARCHIONESS. 

Why, you rave,, child ; I heard indeed, as I pafs’d 
thro’ Paris, that your head was a little touch’d, and L. , 
find there was fome. truth in it ; how long has thisa 


misfortune — ■ 


COUNT, 


Good heaven ! how confufed l am ! : 


marchioness.. 

Does it feize yon often vv 

COUNT. 

It never will again, madam. 

MARCHIONESS.. 

3 fliould be glad to fpeak with you alone;. {Turns; 
to the Imronefs anlmukes her a formal courtefyf Good , 
mwroW} madam.. 


B;AJR.O- 
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BARONESS. [A£de. 

.The old fool? [Tiirmrig i3 ih Marchkn^^^^ Ma- 
damj I leave you the pkafure of entertaining the 
count at your leifurcj and retire, 

[She goes out, 

SCENE XIL 

The MARCHIONESS, the COUNT. 

MARCHIONESS. 

[Talking very faft, and in the manner of a little pratling old 
woman.] 

Wellj fir, and fo you intend to make the baro- 
nefa my daghter-iiiTaw : /twas this^ to tell you the 
truth, that brought me. here fo foon : ilie's a peevifh, 
impertinent, proud, opinionated creature, and one 
who never had the .leaft regard for me : laft year, 
when I Tupp'd with the marchicnefs Agard, fhe faid 
before all the company, I was a babbler. Lord for- 
bid I fhou'd ever fup there again : a babbler ! befides I 
know, betv/een you and me, fh,e is not fo rich ; and 
that, let me tell you, fon, is a great point, and we 
ought to be vvjfdl inform'd about it : they tell me that 
■■fehe chateau d'orme did but half of it belong to her 
hiifband, and that. the other, half w^as difputed ,by a- 
long iaw-fuit, that is not Jinifh'd to this day: that I 
had" froiB' your grand— papa, md he always told truth; 
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he was a man there are few fuch now a’day$ : 
there is nothing now at Paris but a fet of half-men^ . 
Vain, foolifii, impertinent coxbombs^ talking upon 
ev’ry fubjeft, and laughing at times paft.- Oj their 
eternal clack diftrads me, prating about new kitchens, 
and new falhions : we hear of nothing now but bank- 
rupts, and diftrefs, and ruin: the wives, in fliort, 
are licentious, and the hufbands iimpletons: every 
thing grows worfc and worfe, 

COUNT. [Reading the letter over again ♦ 

Who cou’d have thought it? this is a defperate 
ftrolce indeed. Well, Germon? 

■ SCEN^E XIIL 

TheMARCHIONESS, the C OXJ NT,. OERMO.H* 
GERMON,. 

Here’s your lawyer, fir, 

.. ^ COUNT. ' ' 

"O ! -let him wait, ’ ^ , 

GERMON, 

And here’s the paper, fir, flie fent you. „ 

COUNT. ' ‘ [Reading. 

Give it me — well, let me fee : fhe loves me, iho 
fays here^' and refufes me out of— refpeft.- Faithlefe 

' womajii ! 

/ 
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womaB ! tliou haft not told me the true reafon of that 

refufaL.. 

MAR'.CHIONESS, 

My fon’s head is- certainly turn'd : ’tis the haro-; 
Befs^s. doing r love has taken away his fenfes* 

COUN-T., [ToGermou,.' 

fe Nanine gone !" fhall I be rid of her ? 

GE'RMON. 

Alas ! fhe has already put on her old ruftic garb 
with the greateft modefty, and never murmur’d or 
complain^'* 

GQUHT. 

Very likely fo, 

germon: 

She‘lx>reher misfortune with the utmoff tranquility^:, 
whilft every body 'about her- were, in tears* . 

'goun-t; 

With tranquility^, fay’ft.t^^^ 

marchioness.. 

Who are you talking about ? 

■ GERMON.. 

O madam, poor Nanine, flic is going to He driven . 
away, and every body laments the lo/s of her* 


s i -’’'St 

i|is 


MAR- 
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MAR'CHTO-'N-ESS. 

To be driven away ? how is this ? I don^t tinder-- 
fiand it: what ! my little Nanine go. !i call, her bacM: 
again : my- charming orphan ! trfiat • has fhe done^.. 
pray ? why^ Nanine- was my prefent to you. O I m- 
member^ at ten years of' age fBe delighted every body 
that faw her : our baronefe took her,, and I' faid then’ 
fte wou’d be ill-ufed ; I knew it wou"d be lb : but 
you never mind what I fay, you will do every thing of 
your own head : but let me tell you,., turning N-anine^. 
out of doors thus is a very bad adion- 

COUNT. 

Alone, on foot, withoutmoney,,withoiLtaffiftance !: 

■GERMON. 

O, fir, I forgot to tell you : an old man afkM after 
you below, and fays he wants to fpeak to you on an 
affair of importance, which he can communicate to 
none but yourfelf : he wants to throw himfelf at your 
feet. 

COUNT.' 

In my prefent unhappy lituation of mind, am I fit to 
converfe with any body? 


MAR- 
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MARCHIONESS. 

Thou art uneafy enough, I believe, child, and fo 
am J too, to drive away poor Naxiiae, and make up a 
marriage' which you knew v/ou'd be difagrcer^ble to 
me: come, it was not -a wife thing, in three months 
time you will be' 'wezry of one another : Til tell you 
what happen’d exadcly like this to my coufin the mar- 
quis of Marmure : his wife v/as as fower as verjuice, 
tlio’, by the by, yours Is wor fe ^ when they niarry’dj 
they thought they lov’d one another, and in two nioiiths 
after they were parted, iviy lady went to live with 
her gallant, a foolifh, fharkii^g^ extravagant fcp ; and 
my lord took a vile, tricking, ridiculuos coquette ! 
fine, fuppers, country houfes, horfes, cloaths, a rafcally 
.ileward, nctv trinkets, bought upon truft, lawyers^,, 
contradls, intereft-moneVj . all together foon ruin’d 
them, and in two years both went together to the hof- 
■pitaL' O, and now I think of it, I remember another 
ftory, more tragical, and more '• extraordinary ihauthe ■ 
oth'eiy it was of a— ^ ■ 

COUNT. 

’ My dear mother, we muft go in to dinner : comc~ 
cou’d I ever have fufpe&ed fuch infidelity ! 

-.■■1 h ■ i 

A1 A R*" 
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MARCHIONESS. 

' "Tis really dreadful ; but I’ll tell it you all at table 
in proper time and place^ fon^ it may be of great , ufe 
to you. Away. 

End of the Second Act. 


ACT' III S C E NEL■ 

K A N I N E, cloath’4 as a countjy girl, G E R M O K/ 
GERMON. 

TE are all in tears at the thoughts of lofmg 
^ ^ you. 

NAN IN E. 

It is time to go : Eve Raid too long already* 
OERMON.: 

But you wont leave us for ever, I hope, and in this 
drefs too ? 

NANINE. ' , 

Obfcurity was my firft condition. . 

GERxMQN. 

What a change ! and only from this morning : to 
fuffer is nothing, but to be degraded is terrible. 

NA'NINE, 



i64 N' a ,N- ink 

NANINE. 

Noi noy there are a thoufand times worfe mis- 
fortunes* 

GERM ON.. 

I admire your patience, and humility : furely my 
mafter muft have been ill advis’d : our baronefs has 
certainly abus’d her power : fnc mufi have done you 
.this injury, the count eou’d never have the heart* 

■ WAWIN^ ' ' 

I am indebted to him for every thing ; and, if he 
thinks fit to banifli me, 1 muft fubmit ; his favours are 
his own, and he has a right to recall them4. 

• GERMO'N, 

Wla wou’d ever have e 3 cge£ted fuch a change? 
what do you intend to do with yourfelf ?. 

NANINE*. 

To retire, and repent*. 

germon;: - 

How W'e fhall all" detefl the baronefs I 

NAHINE. 

They have made me mifetable, hut I forgive them*. 

■ -5 ; ,,,■ QERM;0-^Ni 

Iball I hd[l;my mafter from you. when you 

are gone?! 

^ NAMINK, 
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NANINEi 

Tell him, I thank him for reftoring me to my 
former condition- : tell him that, for ever fenfible of 
his goodnefsg I fliall forget nothing but his— cruelty* 

GERM-ON.' 

You melt my very foul y I couM leave this houfe 
immediately to go along with you wherever you went .: 
but Blaife is before hand with us all : he will go and 
live with you, and we are all ready to* follow, him; 

NANINE. 

No, Germon, that Tm fare you are not. O Ger- 
jBon, to be driven out in tfefe inanner, — and by 
whom? 

' germ6h." 

The devil is certainly at the bottom of this bufinefs t 
you are leaving us, and my mafter is ,gom§, to be 
■■ marry^d, ■ 

MarryM, fayft thoui ‘ indeed ? nay, then let us be 
gone: Q he was too dangerous jfor'me— — Srewe^ 

'QtkmoNi 

Well ! after all, my mafternmlt liai^e a cfuelhe^ 
to banilh fo fweet a creature : fee feems a moft amia-. 
ble girl, but in this worttone fcou'd fwear 

SCENE, 
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SCENE IL 

The COUNT, GEI^MOX, 

COUNT. 

W cllj 13 file gone a: lafi ? 

OliRMON, 

Yqs^ fir, \ls done. 

COUNT. 

Fm glad oa’t. 

GERMON. 

Thenj fir^ you have a heart of iron. 

COUNT. . 

Did Philip Hombert meet and give her his hand ? 
GERMON. 

What Philip Hombert, fir? alas I fir, poor Nanine 
went off without a creature to give her ins hand ^ ihe 
wou*d not even accept of mine. 

. COUNT. . 

And where is £he gone ? 

G E R M O N. 

. That I know not 5 meft probably to her friends. 

COUNT. 

' ■ Ay# at Remival, I fuppofe* 

GERMOK. 
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G 'ERMO N. 

'feSj I be] bve ‘ih^ vrcnt that road. 

COITMT. 

G05 Gcrnion, liTjnediateJj, and condaS her tollut 
convent where the baroneis was gcin'?: thii nicriiingj, 
ni lodge her in that fafe retreat : hviridred louis 

d’ohs will fecure her reception r..a:v ■■ tacni to herg but 
take care fne does not know tl-ey tome froc nie : tel] 
her kis a prefent from rny mother : upon no account 
mention my name to her. 

,f>EEMON. 

Very well, fir, I fliall obey your orders, 

[He goes tcnviivd,^ tUc dooj'’> 

COUNT. ■ 

Gernaon, you fiiw her as flie went ofi*? 

, , GEEMON. ■ . 

I did, 'fir, 

COUNT.. 

Did flie feem dejedled ? did fiie weep ? 

GEHMON. 

She beliavM fiill better, fir ; a few. tears , drop|fd 
from her, but {he ftrove as much as file coifd to re- 
prefs them. 

COUNT. 
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COUNT. , 

Did fixe let fall any thing that betray’d her fenti- 

ments? did you remark 

germon. 

What, fir? COUNT. ' 

Did fixe fay any thing of me ? 

germon. 

Yes, fir; a great deal. 

COUNT. ^ ,1 

TeU me, then, rafcal, what didflie fay r 
germon. 

Tta. yo« »»“ I-" 

te,*aori that Ite IMl forgtt every thmg bat 
your cruelty. COUNT. 

Away -he fure you take carVihe never returnsj 

germon. 

Sit. COUNT. 

One word motet r».en.ber. if, by chance a. 

eonduaing her, o.re Philip Hembert ihoa d Hhw 
you, that you treat him in a proper manner. 


■ 





N A N I N K 

GERMON. 

O5 fir. III ufe him moft politely, and treat him 
with a good drubbing, that you may depend on: Til 
do the bufmefs honeftly, I warrant you : young Hom- 
bert, you fay ? 

COUNT, 

^ The fame* 

GERMON, 

Very well : I have not the honour to know hinij 
but the firft man I fee will I trim moft heartily, and 
afterwards make him tell me his name* goes to 
wards the door and comes iacL] This young Horn- 
bert, ril lay my life, is fome lover of he/s, a beau, a 
prig, Ifuppofe, the cock of the village. Let me alone 
to deal with him, 

COUNT. 

Do as I bid yoit, and immediately. 

GERMON, 

I thought there was feme lover in the cafe and 
Blaife too puts in his claim,! fuppofe. Ay; they al- 
ways love their equals better than their mafters*^ 

COUNT. 

Be gone;, I tell you, 

’■'^S GENE 


N A 


I N E. 


■■170 


SCENE IIL 


The COUNT, [Alor.e, 

He’s in th,e right, and has !iit on the true caufe of 
niy unhrTpinefs, hut I fliall inyfelf be the piiniilier of 
my own I mufi new marry the baronefe | it is 

determhrd, and I can't avoid it: ’ris dreadful 5 but I 
have deferv’d it : ■ hwlll at Icaft be a convenient match : 
fee’s not veiy^traaabie indeed, but eveiyrnan may rule, . 
if he has a mind to it 5 and he who has refolution may, 

’ at any time, be maEer in his own houfe. 


SCENE. IV, 


■ , The C .0 U N T, B A R ONES S, M A R C H 1 0 N E S S. 

, . MARCIONESS.. 

Well, fon, you are going to marry this, lady here ? 

COUNT.- 

; ' TeSj' madam, ■ ■ 

.marchioness. 

This night fee is to be your wife and my daughter 
in-law ? 

BARONESS. 


If you approve of it, madam ; I fuppofe I feall have 
your confent. 


MARCHIONESS. 


Why, r muft give it, I think ; but to-morrow I fiiall 
, take my leave of you. ; 


C O U N Tf 
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CbtJNT. 

Your leave, madam> why fo ? 

MAKCHIOKBSS* 

I ftiall take my Nanine with me ; fince you have 
thought fit to turir her out of doors, I lhall take her 
under my proteftion : I have a match in my eye for 
her : I propofe marrying her to the young chief juftice^ 
nephew to the attorney*-generaI, Jean Roc Souci ; he 
whofe father met with that comical adventure at Cor* 
beilj you muft have heard of him: yes, I will take 
Care of this poor child, Fm determin’d: flieis a jewel, 
and deferves to be well fet. FlI marry her oS imme* 
diately. Your fervant, 

COUNT. 

My dear mother, don’t be in a paflion : leave me to 
manage my own affairs, and let Nanine go into a. 
convent- 

BARONESS- 

Indeed, madam, you may believe us, fuch a giil as 
Nanine is not fit to go into a family. 

MARCHIONESS. 

Ha! why, whaFs the matter ? 

BARONESS. 

O a little affair only* 

mar NESS* 

Bskpray-— 

Tou 17. ‘ I ■ lARO- 
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baroness. 

O nothing at all. ■ , - 

MARCHIONES. 

Nothing! a great deal, I’m afraid: I underftand 
Tou mighty well : fome little indifcretion T fuppofe : 
nothing'’niore likely, for to be fure fee’s very hand- 
foins ; ^Ay, ay, we arc all frail 5 wc tempt, and are 
tempted ; the heart, has its' weaknefe : young girls 
are always a Ii:tb cquettife: but come, it is not 
fo bad as you make itj tell me fasrly, what my poor 
.child has done ? 


1 tell you, madam ? 


COUNT. 


.MARCHIONESS, 

You teem, after ail, at the bottom to have feme regard 
fer the girl, and perhaps you may ^ 

S C E N E V. 


The COUNT, MARCHIONESS, BARONESS, 
•MARIN. [Booted. 

MARIN. 

Fve done it, fir j it’s all agreed for. 

marchioness. 

What’s agreed for ? 

BARONESS. 

Ay, Wbat, fir, what? 


MARIN. 
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■ MARIN. • 

Whvj fir, IVe done as you order’d me,^ fpoke .to 
the tradefmen, . and you’ll have your equipage to-mor- 
row. , ■ 

. BARONESS. 


What equipage ? 

MARIN. 

Every thing, madam, that your future fpoufc had 
order’d i fix fine horfes, and a charming beriin ; Tm 
fure your ladylhip will like itj it’s very fine; the 
pannels all varnifla’d by Martin : the diamonds too are 
brilliant, and well-chofen ; and the new fluffs quite in 
tafte. — 0 nothing comes up to ’em. 

BARONESS. [To the count. 

And had you order’d all this ? 

■ COUNT. 

I had — [4f^de} but for whom ! , 

MARIN.' ' ■ :■ „ ■„ 

Everything will come to-morrow morning in th^ 
coach, and will be ready for- your wedding in the 
evening ': O there’s nothing like Paris for getting every 
thing at. a minute’s warning, 'if you have but. moiiey. 
As I came back, I call’d on the lawyer i he’s by^ 
finiftiing your affair. , ■ . 

■ ■ 1% BAllO*^ 

■ ", - , /’ ■ 
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i BARONESS. 

! It has hung a long time in fufpcnfe. 
i MARCHIONESS. [Afide, 

I wilh it wou’d hang theft: forty years, 

MARIN. 

In the hall I met a poor old man, fighing and in 
tears ; he has waited a long time, he fays, and begs to 

fpeaktoyou. g^RoNESS. 

An impertinent fellow ! let him go about his bufi» 
nefs; behaschofe a wrong time to trouble us now. 

\ MARCHIONESS. 

Why, fo, madam? have a little confidvationrfon, 
let me tell you^ it’s very wrong to repulfe poor people 
: in this manner; I have told you over and over, when 
;l you was a child, you ought to treat them with indul- 
"Jl .igence ;.hcar what they have to fay ; be courteous, and 
i affable to ’em : are not they men as well as yourfelf . 

■ '! vft don’t know perhaps who we affront, and may re- 
! li pent our hardnefe of heart : the proud never prolper. 
i ll J T0 Mark) Gc(, , fee for that old man. 
li; * MARIN. 

l| Iw^xas^miHtgaesm.} '■ 

II ' I ' C.€)-U'N,T, 
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COUNT. i 

Forgive me, madam* my refpeiJts are always due 
to you, and I am ready to fee this man, In fpite of my 
prefent embaraiTment. 

SCENE. VI. 

The COUNT, MARCHIONESS, BARONESS, a PEASANT. 

MARCHIONESS. [To the Pia&nt. 
Come, come, fpeak, don’t be afraid. 

PEASANT. 

O, my lord, fpr heayen’? %e hear me ; permit me 
to. fall at your feet, . and to give you. back—— — 

.. COVNT.. 

Eifei friend i I’ll not be knelt to; dp-not imagne 
Z0& capable of fuch piide;: ypu feem to be ^ honeA 
man, do you want em[doyment in my femily i wbo 
are you? , , 

. RfARCHIONESS. . 

Chear up, man, 

PEASANT. ' 

Alas I fir, I am the father oit-Nanirie. 

COUNT. 

You? ' 

BARONESS. 

¥odr fbughtei^s a flut. 
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PEASANT. 

Thisj fir^ Is what I feared : this is the cruel ftrokc • 
that has wounded my poor heart : I tlicught indeed To 
much money cou’d not fairly belong to one in hereon* 
"dition : we licde folks foon ‘loie our integrity when we 
come among the great. 

BAI^ONESS. 

There he’s right enough : but ftill he"s a deceiver^ 
for Nanine is not his daughter, £he was an orphan. 

•''peasant.' 

It is too true, flie was fo : I left her with her poor 
relations in her infant years, having lofi: her mother^ 
with. all my fortune i • obliged by neceffity, I went to 
ferve abroad 5 and as I wou'd hot have her pafs for the 
daughter of h fdldier, forbad her ever to mention my 
^■hatneVi' '■ 

MARCHIONESS. 

Why fo ? for my part,! refpeft a Ibldier : we ftand 
in need of them fometimes* 

C-OUNT.': -■ 

What is there fihameful in the profeffion ? 

, PEASANT. 

It meets indeed with ]ef« honour than it dejfei'vesi 

'-.>'1, . . COUNT. 
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ro'UNT. ■' 

The prejudice agai:; -I thei.n is inexcafable. - I own'^ 
I efteem an lioneil: foldier, who haisards bis life in the 
defence of his king and country, much mare than an im- 
portant lelf iuSicIent fcoundrel, whofc knradfh indiiftry 
fucks up the blood of his fellow fubjecb. 

MARCHIONESS. 

You mufl have been in a great many battles : let me 
have an account of them all j I long- to hear it, 

peasant.'. 

In my prefent unhappy condition you mull excufe 
me ; let it fufiiceto inform you, that I receiv’d a thou**’’ 
fand promifes of advancement ; but, without friends, 
how, was it poflible to rife ? thrown amongft the com- 
mon croud, all I cou’d do was to diftinguilh myfelf,;: 
aod honour my only reward. 

MARCHrONESS. 

Y oil were then wHl ; born ? 

■ BAEO.NESS.' ■ 

Fye : how can you think fo ! well born indeed ? 

PEASANT. ’ 

, No, madam: but I was born of honeft parentSj arid, 
.-merited — a better daughter. ' "y, 

' I4 , , M A-R- 
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MARCHfONBSS. 

’ CouM you have ha<f a better ? 

COUNT. 

Well I go on, 

MARCHIONESS. 

.A better than Nanine ! 

COUNT. 

Prithee, goon* 

RE AS AMT* 

My daughter, I underftood, was brought up here, 
and treated in the kiiKJefi: manner; I thought myfelf 
i3^ppy> ^nd bfefs'd heaven (m and pa- 
ternal eare of hf r ; . I , the village,^ 

full of hopes and feins ^ I OWA I trembled for 
dangerous youth j and, by Ihk lady’s inliinatioB, find 
t had but too much reafon 5 it has ftockM me $0 the 
foul; but I thought a hundred louis dWs, befide% 
diamonds, was a treafure too great to be fairly come 
by : file couM never be miftrefs of theni, but at the 
expence of her innocence : the bare fufpicion makes 
me fcudder; if it be fo, I fhafl die with grief and 
Chame : but I came as foon as poffible, to give ’em you 
bade agalii : they are yourVj liierefore, I befeech you, 
4fce' %?ni : if my "Sai^hterls td^Maihe, Ttoift'nre,'' but 
don’t ruin her. 
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MAKCKIONESS, 

G mydearfonalcannot bearthis ; it overpowers me, 
BARONESS* 

What is all this a dream ? a trick ? 

COUNT, 

O ! whathave I done ? 

FEAS ANT. [Taking out the pwA. 
mad tiw letter* 

Here, fir, take ’em. 

COUNT, 

I take ’em ! no : they were given to her, and file 
has made a noble ufe of them : was it to you then the 
meffage was deliverU?' who brought it ? 

■ B-EASAHT. 

Your, gardener, fir, ia w^omNanine ventur’d to,!, 
confide, 

''COUNT..'" ' 

, it direSed to you ? ' 

PEASANT,.,- ■ ■ 

, It was,, Town it, fir.,, • 

CO.UNT;,; ,r , ^ , .... . 

O grief, O tendernefs ! what excefs of virtueah 
I>e^h4 but now 

1.5; ' M’A.’jR.- 
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Ajj your name. What myftery is thk ? 

„ PEASANT.' ' 

Philip Hombert de Gatine. 

COUNT. 

O my father ! 

BARONESS. ^ 

What does he fay ? 

, ‘ COUNT. ; , 

How day breaks in upon, me I I have done wrongs 
and I muft make amends for it : O if you knew how 
culpable I have been J I have injur’d the fublimejft vir- 
tue. and /peaks to one of his fervants*} 

away : %.■ 

BARONESS. 

What is ail this emotion for i 
CO-UN T. 

My coach immediately. 

MAR CHI ONES. 

Now^ madam^ you muft be her proteclrefs': w'hcit, 
we have done fuch an injury, we jfliou’d blui'h at 
lidthii^g fo much as an Imperfect: repentance ; my foil 
often has Ills whims, which people are too apt to mis- 
take for unpardonable follies ; but at bottom he has a 
■generous fouJ> and is naturally good j I can do what I 
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pleafe with him: you, my daughter-in-law, are not 
fo' wcdl-difpos’d* 

B.:AIlONE'SS. 

I ihall grow out of all patience : how confus’d aincl 
thoughtful lie looks ! what ftrangc fcherue now is lie 
meditating upon ? w’di, ilr, what do you intend to do ? , 

, , MAECHIONESS* 

Ay, forNaaine? 

BARO’NESS, 

Make her a haruifoaie prelent, ani fithjy her. 

' marcpiio'ne ss. 

That will be the lea ft we can do. ' 

B A K O N E S S, 

But as' to feeing 'her that I never will : fiidl not 

come nii,h the cable : dovcu hear meT 

C O U 'I\ T. 

Yes, I hear you, 

hlARCniO^^ESS. 
hf ha?: a heart of ibne ! 

;d 

; Doifi give niy fw|)Iciono caufe to break out, UC'* 
Ha! youhAkutc^ 

COUNT. [After- a paufc of fomeclme* 
No, iiiaJaiii, I am refyiv'd, 

B ARO-. 
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BARONES^S. 

That refpe£l: at leaf! is awing to me ; nay^ to both 
olns* *'> 

MARCHIONESS, 

And can you be fo cruci;^ fon ? 

BARONESS. 

What ftep do you propofe to take ? 

CO imr. 

*Tis taken already : you know my hearrt^ madam, 
‘and the franknefe of it : I mufl; be, plain with you : I 
bad promis’d you my hand ; but the defign of our 
marijage was only to put an end to a tedious 
between which 1 will now do immediately, by wil- 
■ iingly i'efigning to yau^.all ihofe rights and pretentions 
which were the foundation of it : even the intereft ihall 
' 'le'your''s 5 I give up " every ^ ^hing, take, and enjoy it : 
if fince we cannot be man and wife, let us at leafl live 
friends and relatibm : let every thing that gave mu- 
tual uneafiriefa be forgot:' there is no realbn why, be* 
eaufe we can’t Jove, we fhoufd hate each other* 

BARONESS. 

' ■■ felfehood is what I expedfed : but I renounce 
jmx prefents, and yo«idel€: yes, traitor, I fee now 
mean to live with, and how low your paiion 
I'" ‘ dinks 
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finks you : gd, and be a fiave to her, 1 leave you to 
vour unworthy choice. 

[Sh« go€$ otit* 

SCENE VIL 

^ The COUNT, NmRCHIONESS, FBILIF HD.^IBERT. 

COUNT, 

No^ madam^' ^tis not unworthy,, my foul k not 
blinded by an idle palBon : that ■virtue which it is rny 
duty to reward ought' tO: melt^ but cannot debafe im : 
what they call meanne& in this old man conftitufa^ his 
merit, anti makes him truly noble: if I wou^d be I 
muft pay the price of it : where fouls are thus ennobled 
by themfelves, and diftingulfh'd hyfuperior charadlers, 
we fliouM pafs over common rules : their birth, low" as 
it is, when attended with fuch virtues^ wiii make my 
family but more illulfrious*. 

MARCHIONESS, 

What are you talking about ? 

SCENE' VIIL 

TheCOUNT, MARCHIONESS, NANlHf. 

PHILIP HO M BERT. ' ^ 

■CO'UNT. ■■■rT^hiswote. 
Look at her, and gueft. 


M A R- 
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MARCHIONESS* [ToManlae. 

My deareft chiici, come to my arms : but ihe' is 
ftrangt'Iy clothed, and yet how handfome flie looks, 
and mo-deft too ! 

NAN’INE. 

[Pr.ysherref|)ecIs to the March ioiirfs, and then ninstoher father. 

O nature demands my firll acknowledgments, my 
dear father ! 

PHILIP HOMBERT. 

O heaven ! my daughter! O fir, you have made 
me amends for forty years affiictions* 

COUNT, 

Ay, but how muft I repair the injury I have done to 
fuch exalted virtue! to come back in this drefs, how 
mean it is,, but ilie adorns it; Nanine does honour to 
every thing : fpeak, my -Naiiine, can 'your ,goodnef3 
pardon the afiront ? 

K A NINE. 

Can you, fir, doubt ruy forgivenefs of it? I never 
thought, after all your- bounty to me, -you cou"d in- 
jure me, 

' COUNT, 

If you have indeed forgot the wrong I did you, give 
me a proof of ir: ciice more, , and only cnce, I take 
upon me to command you j but this once you muft 
fwtar to'obey me* 

PHILIP 
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PHILIP HOMB.ER't, 

' I am fure ihe owes it to you, and her gratitude ~ 

H A m n E. [To her fadier. 

He need not doubt, iir, of my obedience* 
COUNT. ■ 

I Iball depend upon it : let me tell you then, that 
all your duty is not yet paid : I haye feen you on your 
knees to my mother^ and to your own father 5 one thing 
ftill remains for you, and that is^ iiow^s before them^ 
to embrace — your hulband. 

, HANINE.- 

^Whor I? 

MARCHIONESS. ' 

■'Are you in earneib r can it be ? 

PHILIP HOMBERT* 

O my child I 

COUNT. [To' lih motnnr. 

By your pernuhEon, madam* 


MAECHIO-NESS. 

My dear child, the family will be in a finingc up- 
roar about it. 


COUNT. 

O when they fee Nanincj- they muft approve* 


PHILIP 



m 


N- A' N I n. B.: 

PHILIP KQMBERT. 

• What E firoke of fortune ! Oy fix, I Mmm thotiglit 
you couM defcend thus low* 

COUNT. 

You promis’d to obey,, and' I mull have it fo* 
MARCHIONESS. 

My fon* 

COUNT. ■ 

Myhappinefs, madam, depends on this important 
moment : intereft alone, we know, has made a thou- 
fand marriages j we have feen the wifeft men confult 
fortune and charadler only : her charadler is irreproach- 
able ; and as to fortune, flie wants it not: juftice and 
inclination fhall^o what ayarice has fo often done be- 
fore : let me, then, madam, have your confent, and 
finifli all." 

KANINE* 

No, 'madam, you muft not confent; indeed you 
muft not ; oppofe his paffion, oppofe mine : let me 
intreat you, do ;■ lore has blinded him, do you, madam, 
femoye the veil: let me live far from him, and at a 
diftance only adore his virtues: you knowmycon, 
dition; you fee my father: can I, ought I, ever to 
wifh to call you mother i 


M A K-' 
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MARCHIONESS, 

Yes ; you can, you ought : it is enough : I can hold 
out no longer : this laft generofity has entirely fuhdued 
me : it tells me bow much I ought to love : it is as 
fingular, as extraordinary, as Nanine herfdf. 

NANINE. 

Then, madam, I obey; my heart can no longer 
refill the power of love. 

MARCHIONESS. 

Let this happy day be the worthy recompenfe rf 
virtue, • but let it not Jbe made a precedent. 

Esjb of the Third and laft Act. 


—— — » qiie ce |ow 

So?t des vertus k digjie recompenfe 
Mti% fans, tlrer jamais a confequence. 

The kft line b intireijr fuperfiuws, and feems indeed to ©w** 
throw the tendency of the whole piece, whkh wouM ceitainly 
hare ended bcttei with the Hrfi: 5 but the au?hor wanted t ■ veriw 
to anfwcr the other, and was rcfoIvM to throw it in, however 
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A 

COMEDY. 


act l scene l 

EUFHEMIA, DIMAS. 
EUPHEMIA. 

D ON^'T imagine^ my dear, tliat, by %vhat I’m 
going to. faji I mean to exercife the antbority 
of a mother, a,lway$ ready as you know I am,' to liftta 
ill mj turn to your rcafons when I think them good ^ 


This comf4y is cTlkd.m the oiipnal L'DinrsCitET? lite- 
rally tranilated, The Ik^iscreet, but oar lani^age 'docs aot 
admit of the acije^lriTc without the ami tlw Mifarei 

Mm wou'd found almoft as bad: I have therefore taJeen the 
libeity to fubititate another title, which perhaps may convey a 
morc^coroplete idea of the principal charafier, than the vague 
term of an indiferut man^ which may be applied to follies of a 
different kind from that which, the author meant to ridkale m the 
^^oilowing piece. 

my 
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my intention is not to lay ray commands on youj h^ 
to^ive you. my advice, it is my heart which fpeaks to 
youj and that e^^perience I have had in the world 
makes me forefee evils which I wou’d cndeat^our to 
prevent : you have been at courts I thinks not above 
two months; believe raej ^tis a dangerous fituation: 
the perfidious group of courtiers lihvxys look upon a 
new comer with an eye of malevolences and foon raid 
out all his imperfediioiis : from the firil moments they 
condemn him, without pity or remorfe ; and, which 
is ftill worfe, their judgment is irrevocable : be guard- 
ed againft their malice : on the firfl ftep we take in 
life,' the reft of it muft i,o a great raesiurc depend : if 
you once make yourfelf ridiculous,, the world will think 
'■you always fo: th-e irnpreSion will reoiain : it is in 
vain, as you advance in yearsi, to change "yoim coix- 
’dudt, and affume a more ferious behaviour : you will 
fuffer a long time from old prejudices : even if we do 
grow better, we are ftlll fufpedled ; and I have often 
known men pay 'dearly in their old age ..for the errors 
'of their youth : have a little regard therefore to the 
world, and remember you ought to live now mure for 
that than for yourfelL 


D A M I S. 



the babbler. 


damis. 

Now cannot I pomblr corxuro what all this long 
preamble tends to. 

EI'PHEMIA. 

it annears to rou both, abfurd and unneceffiir; : 
V'ou cef-pilb tho.h things which may be of tiie grcateii 
conilquence to you ; one fay or othtr pernaps you 
inay bcli.ve inc,' wh ■ i: wia be tco late : to be plain 
widi you, you art : my too long indulgence 

palVd over this fruit i.n yerr infancy, in your n?ar 
years I dread the eneas of it : t'cu are not without 
absihies, a good undcril-andir.g. and a good' heart; 
but- believe me, in a world , io iud ot ijijuiiicc, vir- 
tue will not make amends. for vice ; rvar lauits are cen- 
fuv’d on every ocauiion, and perhaps tr.e woril we can 
be fpjiity cf is’ ii'diicrction ^ r.t coi;:i;> niy iLe 

ir.ofi, necefikry 'Jiit Is not to ttilK. belt to ,knpw 
boy/ to bold one'o tongue : this is'iiot tnc' pi iice. where 
fc^ciety eniovs iliblf in the, frecconi -of cdy conver- 
fa lion ^ here tlvcy gencrel’y t;:dik widtOet nr/ing any 
end the riiost tnoionie oish'^-deiii Kiiie. rhs bcfl' 
fiiccef?: r have been long ncqunhited with the courts 

and bad enougbi h is : hui whiltl we live there,, we 
oiiglit to conform to it- With regard to the women, 
you flvouM be remarkably cauuous^ rmk- bui kiJooi 
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of them, aiid ftiil lefs of yourfelf j pretend to be ig- | 
noTznt of all they do, and all they fay j conceal your 
opinion, and diCguife your fentiments j but, above ail, 
be mailer of your fbcrets : he who' tells thofe of ano- 
ther will always be efteem’d a villain ; and be who | 
tells his own, be aflur’d, will, here at kaft, be looked I 

on as a fool. What have you to object to this ? I 

DAMIS. 

Nothing : I am intirely of your opinion i 1 abomi- j 
mate the char3'£ler of a tattler : that is not my foible,- I I 
tlfure you : fo far ■ from being guilty of the vice you ■; 

feem to reproach me with, I now fairly confefs to | 

you, madam, that I have a long time conceal’d a i 

tiling from you which I ought to have told you of ; [ 

but. in lift, you know^- one m'uft'fomedmes d-ilTemble. \ 
I love, and am bclov’d, by a moft charming widow, 
young, rich, and handfome, as prudent as fee is amia- 
ble j in a worcl> it is Hortenfia : judge, madam, your-* 

Jfelf of myhappinefsj judge, if it w=^ere known, how \ 
miierable it w^ou’d make ail our courtiers, who are j 
figbing for her : we have conceaFd our mutual paffion \ 
'from every one of them: this engagement has been 
made now for thefe two whole days- paft, and yoE ! 
knew nothing of it. i 





EUPHE^^ 
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^E'UPHEMIA. 

But I have been at Paris all that timer 
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DA MIS. 

madam., never v/as man fo happy in his choice; 
the mere 3 'Ou approve of xt^ the more fatisfaetton &dl 
I fcelj and the more pkafure In my puriuit of her. 

felfPHEMIA^ 

I am fure^ Danils, the confidence you repofo in n:Cj 
is a mark of your friendfliipj and not of you: iul- 
prudence* 

D.AMIS. 

■ I hope you never doubted that* " 

EUPHEMIA. ■ 

'But' ferioufly, Damisj you fecu'd reHec: on the 
profpe'8: of happinefs before you : Kortenfui,, I kxvomy 
has charmsy but, befides that, fhe is the befi match 
that coif d have offc/d itfdf in all France, 

DA MIS*. 


I know flic is. 


EUFHEMI A. 



She is intirely Iicr own miftrcls, ' and can choofe for 
herfeif. 

DAMIS, 

So much the better. 


T01.. lY. 


K 


EUPHE-. 
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E UP HE MI A. 

You miift take care how you manage her^ mark Ear 
Inclinations, and flatter them. 

DAMIS. 

O, I can du better : I know how to pleafe hen 
EUPHEMIA. 

Wdl faid, Damis : but remember, {he^s not foncl 
of noife and buftle ; no bluftcring or flalby airs will be 
agreeable to her : flic may, like other women, have 
her foibles, .but even in love-matters feel! always aci 
with diferetion : above all, kt me advife you, not to 
;flb,ew off in public with her, nor appear at court to- 
gether^ as if on purpofe to be flared at, and become 
the topic ' of the day : fecret and '-rnyflety is all her 
tafte. 

BAMIS. 

And yet the affair muft be known at 
EUPHEMIA. 

'Sutj pray, what lucky accident Introduc'd you to 
her? -Ac- never admits young men to her toilette ^ 
hot, like a prudent wmman, carefully avoids the croud 
of wild fparks that -are -perpetually after her. 


DAMIS. 
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DAM IS, 

To tell you the truths I have never been at her 
houfe 3/ct : but I have ogled her a long timcj amh, 
tliank^ heaveiiy with fuccefs : at firft file lent back ir-y 
letters UBopeii’d, but foon after read thern^ nnd now 
ivrites to me again : for near two c!a}'S pail I hrr'c 
had firong hopes> and, in a ’word- this verv 

night to have a /rVv r? f/fc v hh her. 

EUFHEMIA. 

Well : I think I‘l! go jind fee her too.* l!ie rn'Diher 
of a lover who is wcll-receiv'dj cannot> I imagiiiv\ 
but be agreeable to her* I may contrive to Ij^eak of f; 
you, and prevail on her to haften the mntch, on which 
■i fhal.l tell her your happineis depends : get her con- 
fent, and make her your’s as foon as, yo'j. cen 5 Hi do 
my befi to ailift you : but ipeak of it to nobody elfe, 'i 

1 charge you* \i 

DAMIS. ‘I 

No, mailiim : never was mother more tender ajui 
affeflionate, or fnendfhip more fin, cere 5 , and to pleafv | 
her fiial!, for the future, be my firft ambition* 

EUPHEMIA. 

All that I defire of you is, to be happy* 

SCENE 



K 2 


THE BABBLE II. 

S C E N E IL 

BA MIS abne. 

My mother’s right : addrcTs and cunning are abfd- 
lutcly necefiary hi this world ; there is no fucceeiling 
V without them* I am refolv’d to diitenibJe with the 
whole courts except ten or a dozen friends^ wliom I 
may talk freely wkh : but lirfi:, by way of trial of my 
y, prudence, let me tell my fecrets to myfcif a little, and 
confider, now nobody’s by, what fortune has bellow^ ’d 
upon me. I hare vanity, but there’s no harm in 
knowing one’s fclf, and doing ourfelves juftice : I hare 
'i, fome wit, am agreeable, w^ell receiv’d at court, and 
thought, I believe, by fome,' to be admitted to the 
king’s private houTs': 'then, I am certainly very hand- 
■ fome, can dance,, fmg, drink, and diflembic with the 
' beft of ’em : made, a colonel at 'tbirteeii, I have reafon 
y to hope for .a ftafF, at thirty ; happy in what I have, 

. I:'; and with a good profpedi: before me; FIl keep Julia, 
ivyand marry Hortenfn; when I have poflcfs’d her 
: charms. Til be guilty every day of a thowfand iiifide- 
, ■feint all with prudence and osconomy, and with- 
out ever being fiifpeuSted ^as a rambler: in fix months 
tim.e I ihail make, away., with, half her fortune, and 
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tnjoy aii the court by tums> without her knowing 
any thing of the matter,. 

SCENE III 
D AM I S, T H A'‘S I M O 
D AMI Si. 

C,}oo<! morrowj. ga\-:TriCr« 

TEAS IM ON. rAAIe. 

Hang him for coming acrofs me, 

DA MIS. 

My dear governors let me embrace thee. ■ 
.TRASIMON, 

"Exciife me^ fir^ but I really-—-^ 

BAMIS, 

Pofkively I will : come, ' ■ 

TRASIMO'N, 

Wells whatj what do you want ? 

DAMIS.-,' 

Nays don^t frown fo,' man^ pry^thee a lit- 


lie : I am the happieft of mortals* 

I 

TJIASIMON, 

' ■ t 

I came to tell yoUj fir 

i 

Ks 

DAMIS.f 


2ce 
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‘n 


■J 

;3 






DAM IS, 

Oj by heavens, you kill me with that bard frozea 
face of }'Our5. 

TEAS I MOM, 

I can’t help fir, nor can I fmile at for^ 

let me tell you, you have got a bad affair upon your 
hands. 

DAM IS. 

Not fo very bad, fare* 

TRASIMON. 

; Erminia,. and Valere exclaim violently againft 
you : you have fpoke pf them, it feerns, too lightly, 
and old lord Horace too defir’d me to tell you.--*— ^ 

■«D AMI'S. . , 

■ ' O, a mighty matter indeed to be uneafy about ! Ho- 
race an old lord? an old fool, a proud ,, coxcomb," 
puffed up with notions of falfe honour, low enough 
at court, he puts on an air of importance in the city, 
and is as ignorant as he wou’d fain feem knowing : 
as for madam Erminia, it’s pretty well known I had 
her, and left her abruptly, an ill natur’d bufy -body ; I 
believe you know a little of her lover, my friend, 
Val^rC I did you ever remember fuch a ffarch’d, af- 
.fefljedi' drain’d, left-banded underffanding'; 'O,' by 

. the 



the babbler. 

1 ,„™ ea=r bro..h«, thaimporunt creature, ^ ^ 

bp CUHce, .be fu. -- ^u = 
^Uk ffleeu dif.pp..»t«en.. *>-, . 

^on-^ how vour iove • 

ccmn'innuanij 

TP 1 iTiUcn i.ib''**u.«. 

You know I ^oa l tiou-uv . 

Dugans. 

, . for I do, and i’faith, both m 

ItiriCthev keep me prctt,^ weli employ’d : 
rutbften, whiifti Intruft you with a fecret, on which 

the bappinefs of my life depends. 

TRASlMOy^. 

Can I forve you m R •' 

Ko: not i.a the leaft. 

trasimon. 

Then pray tell me nothing about if. ■ 

J) A M IB. ^ 

O but tbs rights of triendfhip- — . 

trasimon. ■ t 

TU*atv«y Waif 

weis¥ «f .■tet^biA -sun.ruftrf .0 «. 
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not out c5 real regard, but from mere folly; am! wea'Icw 
nefe, which any body elfe raight keep as w^el! as my- 
felf ; which is generally attended ' wkh a thoiifeiicf 
ilifpicions, and may chance to give us both a great 
eleal of imeafirK^fs, me for know/I ng;^ and you for fay- 
ing more than we ought. 

DA MIS. 

Say what yon will about it, captain, I muft let you 
have the pleafure of reading this billet-doux, W’hich 
this very day 

TRASIMON. 

What a ftrange humour — ~--— 

\DAMIS., , , 

' You’ll fay It'S "written with a great 'deal of tender- 
nefs. ' ■ ■ ' ■ 

TRASIMON. 

■■ Welljfr if you infift upon it— 

DAMIS. ■ 

■ ^‘Tis diii'ate'd by love itfdf : you’ll fee how fond fbe 
is of me : his the hand that wrote it which makes it 
fo valuable: but you fliall fee it : zounds, Fve loft it ^ 
pofitiveij I can’t find it~hola, la Fleur, Ja Brie. 


SCENE 
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lOj 

SCENE IV. 

DAMIS, TRA-SIMON, Sem-al Footmen. 

FOOTMAN. 

Did you call^ fir ? 

D A M I S. 

Step immediately into the gallery;, and bring me all 
the letters I receiv’d this morning : go to the old dukc^ 
and— O here it is, the blundering rafcals had put it 
there by miftake. {To ihe footmen'] you may go. 
NoWj.youihall fee it| mind .nov/j I beg youll attend. 

S' C E N E V. 

B'AMIS, TRASIIVION, CLITAKPEJR, PASQUIN., 

CL IT AN DEE, with a kitcr in his/ 
hjmd^ Jpeakiiig to Paihuin. 

Stay yoih .Pafquin^ .in this garden all clay ^ be fure ■ 
you mark every thing -that pafles; obferve Hortenfia. 
well j and bring roe an account of every ftep.flie takcis : . 

I fliall know thenr - . 

SCENE VL ■■ . ■ 

DAMIS, TEASIMON> CLITANDER.. 

D AMIS. 

O here comes the marquis.: good morrow? marquis.- 

K.s, C^-LX 
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C L r T A N P E R. [A letter in his IuvaL 
Morrow to you* 

BAMIS. 

Wbjj what's the matter with you to-day, with that' 
long melancholy face? what the deuce ails you all? 
every creature I fee looks gloomy and difmal to-day^ I 
think 5 but I fuppofc — 

CLITANDER. [Akk. 

I have but too much reafon. 

BAM IS. 

. ■ What are you muttering about ? ■ ■ 

C L I T A K B E R. [In a low voice. 

What a poor unhappy creature I am ! 

■ BAMIS. 

Come, to give you both a little fpirit, fuppofe I read 
you this little billet of mine, ha, marquis ? 

CL IT AN PER. [Afide, looking at 
■' ' ' the letter. 

What letter ? can it be ? fureiy 'tis from Hortenfia : 
qrue! creature ! 

, D A M I S. [To CVimidtT, 

'Tis a letter wou’d make z rival hang himfelf 

■ ■ ■■ CLITANBER. 

You are indeed a happy man, if you are belov'J. 


DA MIS. 
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D A M I S. 

That I mo{k affuredly -amj but you ihail hear; ycur 

ci tj ladies dcn^t write in this ftile : obferv : lier^ f/ib 

rmds] At length I yield to the paffion wi'dch lias 

taken poileffion of niy heart ; ' I wou^d have con- 

ceaFd its but \i 3 impoiEble : why fiiou'd I ncr write 

what my eyesj no doubts have a thoanind thves m- 

fonnkl you off yes, my deareft Damiss I own I 

«c more perhaps becaufe my hearts fear- 

ful of )*our )'‘ouths ^'rid feariui of itklfs for a long 

time refilled my inclination, and told me I ouglit 

not to love vou,. After the confeffion of fech a 
✓ 

weaknefs, ought I not for ever to reproach myfelf 
for it? but the more frankly.! avow my lendernets 
foryou, with the more care you ought to conceal it*” 

TKASIMON* 

You take care, I fee, -to obey the lady’^s commands . 
moft punclually : a mighty difereet lover, to be fu;*e ! 

'■■ChlTAnDER. ■ 

Happy is that man who receives fuch kttos>--a-Bd 
never ihewvs them* 

BAMIS* ■ 

W el!, what do you think of it ! k not - 


TRA^ 


■%o6 
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TEASIM''ON* 

Very firong indeed. 

• CLITANDER. 

Charming. 

DAM IS. 

And the writer a thoufand times- m.ore fo* O' if yon 
did but know her name ! but in this wicked world' we 
muft have a little difcretion. 

TRASIMON 

Well, don’t defire you to tell us» 

CLITANDER. 

You and I Damis love one another very well, but 
prudence — - 

TRASIMON. 

■ So far from defiring you to acquaint us with parti- 
culars, that — 

DAMIS. 

Come, come, I love you both too well to dilTemble 
with you : I know, you think, and the whole court has 
prcclaim’d it, that I have no affair here with any body 
but Julia. 

CLITANDER. 

Nay, they have it from yourfelf j but as to us, we 
don't believe word of it. 


DAMIS. 
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DAMIS, 

To-befurcj there was fomething between and 
the affair went on toierably well till now.: wt lov’d' 
one another, and then- we parted,, and then, we met 
again i all the world knows -that,.. 

CLITANDEH,.. 

The world, I affure you, knows; noth!ng_ at ali 
about it*. 

DAIvIIS, 

You think Fm very fond of her fid!, but youVe mif- 
taken 5 upon honour I zm not* • 

TKASIMON* ■ 

. *Tis nothing to me, whether you are or are mtp 

DA?dIS. 

Julia is handfome, that ilie k ; but then flic’s fickle : 
the other, O the other is rae very thing* 

CLiTAKDER/ 

Well, and this channing 

BA'MIS. 

Come, I fee you w^ii! know, and I muff: tel! you : 
my dear friend, look at this picture, only look at it: 
did you ever fee two fueh eyes ? the moft charming, 
moft adorable creature | painted by Macei that'jo'ii 

know 
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know is faying every thing ^ j^ou know the features^ 
doiit you ? 

■CLITAKDER.. 

C) hcavhii 1 Hortcnfia. 

DAMIS. . 

You ftem furpri^’d. 

TR ASI.\I'0 M. 

A*ou forget, fir, that Hortenfra is mr coiifin, that 
flie is tender of her honourj and a cfockration of this 
kind — 

DAMIS.- ■ 

O give h.er up, give her up, man 5 wh}’, I have 
fix coufins ; you ftiall have '’em ali : make up to '’em, 
deed ve- ’em, ■ ddert fom, print the'ir Icve- 
letters,"with al! ■ my .bean, ' it wili give mono uneafi- 
jiefs : we fliou’d have enough to do indeed to be out of 
humour with one- another, to vindicate the honour of 
our cocCns : it’s \-cry well here, if every one can anfwcr 
for themfclvea;,- , ,, 

TKASIMON. 

■ Bat Hortenfia, fir — 

I>AMIS. 

' ' I? ^ ,^he ■ woman I adore ; and I tell you again, fir, 
ft©;, loves me, and me oniy; aiiKJ to make you more 
aniry,, I intend to .marry hen ■ 
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CLITANOER. 

Cou’d I have been more cruelly injur’d ? 

DAMIS. 

Our vvedding will be no iecret, but you ftsan t ae. 
there — coufm. 

teas I -MON. 

A cQiifin, fir, may have ibmc power over her, ruid 
diat you fliull know foon. h'our fervant, fir. 

SCENE V iL 

DAMIS, CLITANDER. 

DAMIS. , 

How I deteft that. fellow ! the ridiciilous pedant, 
v/lrh hi.s affeaed airs of romantic virtue j a tedious, 
heavy, tirefome brute I you feem to be mighty curious 
about that pidiure, and examiire it cioieiy. 

CLITAKDER. [Afide. 

I imul be mailer of my.felf, and diiTcmble. 

'DAMIS. 

You may obferve perhaps, one of the brilliants is 
miffing at the corner there : I was a long chace yefter- 
day, and there was fuch jollling and pu&ing one ano* 
ther; you muft know I had four pictures loofe in my 
pocket, and this unfortunately met with a mifchance j 
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the cafe broke, and a brilliant dropp’d out : as you go • 
to town to-morrow, you may call at Frenaye’s, he’s 
dear, but clever in his way : I wi& you’d chufe a. 
diamond at his fliop, as if it was for yourfelfi for, 
between you and me, I owe him a few pounds : here, 
take the picture, but don’t fhew it to any body. . Your 
fetvant. 

CLITAKDER. [Afidi.. 

Where am I ? 

DAMIS.. 

Well, God be wi'you. Marquis, I fhall depend 
upon you. Take care, be difereet now. 

CEITANDER. [.-YiJe, 

Can he pofiibiy d® it r • 

DAMIS. [Returaing. 

1 bve a difereet friend : you {hall be my confidant ; 
ril tell you all my fecrets. Is it poffible for a man to be 
happy, to polTefs every thing his heart can wiffe for, 
and not tell it to another? where’s the joy of keeping 
our infipid pleafurcs to ourfelvcs ? one may as w'ell 
hm «o ffiends as not truft ’em, aad bappinefs un- 
coaimuakated is no happinefs at all: I have Ihcwn 
ypu a lettey, and a.pidturc, but that’s not all. 


C L T- 
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CLITANDER* 

'' Wh)% what eife have you ? ■ ' 

D AMIS. 

Do you know that this very night I aai to meether,., 

exITANPER. . . fAfkk. 

,0 dreadful ! horrible ! 

XAMIS. ' 

To night j Clitandeij before the ball is over^ atone 
and unfufpe&d, 1 am to meet her by appointment in 
this garden^ 

CLITAHBEK. 

O. I am lofta undone; this laft cruel ftroke 

BAMIS. ■ ~ ■ 

Is not that charmings my friend ? doft not- rejoice 
with mes boy ? 

. . CLITANDER.' 

And will Hortmfiz meet you ? ■ • ■ 

PAMIS. 

Mo'ft certainly 5 juft at du{k I expedl* her j but thO' 
declining fun already gives me notice of my approaching, 
happinefe : I muft' be gone., Bll go to your lodgings, 

I thiiikj anddrefs : 'let me fee, I muft have two pounds' 
of powder for my hair^, and fome of the moft exquifite 
perfume therr will I return ia triumph;, and finifh the,. 

affair:- 
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affair immediately. Do you^ in the mean dmcj^ prowl 
about here, that you may have Ibme fure in the hap« 
pinefs of your friend | I ffiail leave you here as my de« 
piitjj to keep off impertinent rivals. 

S C E N E VIIL 

C L IT A N D E E. Alone*.. 

How hard a tafkitwas to conceal my grief and my 
refentment I after a whole year of fincereft pafSoUj 
when Hortenfia^s hearty, weary'd of reffftance, began 
at length.to foften and relentj for Damis thus to come 
md change her in'an-inftant !’'©he fortunate moment 
has donc'-what iny-Ionga.nd fathfui fenrices in’vain'fo- 
licitcd': nay, fiie even.. prevented gave this? 
young coxcomb that pifture which, 1 had fo much bet- 
ter deferv’d ; £he wmites to him too ! O that, letter. 
Wou*d have kilfd me, with extacy : and then, tomakoi^ 
my mifery complcat,. &e has writ to me this mormngj^ 
never to fee her more : thi« hair-brain'd fellow has got 
hold of her heart, and will carry jicr olF in triutnph : 
*0 Hortenfm, how cruelly haft thou deceiv'd me ! . 


S„G E N E 
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SC E N E IX. 

.CLITANDER, PASQUIN. ' 

CL I T AND EE. , 

So;^ Pafquinj I have found out my rival. 
PASQUiN. 

Indeed, fir ? ' fo much the worfe. 

CLITADNER. 

..Ye-s; flue’s, ia love with that blockhead, Damis* 

: PASQjJiN. ^ ■; 

Who told youfo? - . ■ 

CLITAND.E'R- ^ ■ 

-Himfelf: the proud ■ coxcomb ..boafted' to me -'of tii«' 
Ireafure he had" fiolen feom me* , . 'Here, Pafquio, loolc 
'this pidlure ; out of mere vanity, he. has left it in 
my hands, only that he may triumph the more. O 
Hortenfia, who couM 'ever. ha\^e believ’d that Dumk- 
would fupplant Clitander ! , , , . 

■ PASQUIN. ■■■ 

Damis is a good pretty fellow* 

' CLIT ANDBK* V [Collaring him; 
ffc { rafcai, an impertinent young fool, that— 


PAS%U im 


ai4 


1 jn is jdf A jts jb It. 


FASQJJIN. 

Very true, fir^^and perhaps — but^ for heaven's', 
fake^ don^'t ftrangJe me^ fir : between you and Ij 
he^s nothing but a babbler^ a prig*- — 


CLITANDER. 


Behe whathewdlJ, flie prefers him to me^ Pafqubi, 
therefore now is the dme to exert thy ufual and 
ferve me : Hortenfia and my rival are to meet this night 
in the garden, by appointment s find gut fome method,, 
if poflibk, to prevent it. 


But, fir.* 


PASQJJIR. 

CEITANBB.E.. 


Thy brain, I know, is fertile 5 take money as much: 
as thou wilt : for heaven's fake difappoint my rival 
Whilfl: he is tricking out his infignificant perfoB, we: 
may rob him of the happy moment: fince he is a fooli 
let us take the advantage of his folly, and by fome- 
means" or other keep him away from this place. 


PASOJIIIM,. 

And this you. think mighty- eafy to be done : wby$ 
fir, I wou’d fooner engage to ftop the courfe of a river^ 
a flag upon a heath, or a bird in the air, a mad poet 
repeating his ownyerfes, a litigious woman that has a 
iut inxhanceiy,^ a parfon hunting after a benefice, a. 
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Mgli-wiiids a terapeftj or thunder and lightnings than 
-a young coxcomb going to a rendezvous with hi$ mii« 

CLIT AKDE.R. ■ 

■ ’Ar 4 will you then abandon me to dcfpair ? : 

, PASQUIK. „ 

Stay : a thought is jtifi come into mv hem : Jet rrie 
fee,' Hortenfia and Daniis have never feen oic ? 

.CilTAKDER. 

Never^ 

PASQIJIH. ■ ; 

You have got her picture ? 

CLITANB-EK. 

I have.. . ' 

PASQUIN. 

Good : and you have got a letter that fhe wrote you, 

CLITANDER. 

Aj^ zni a cruel one it is. 

FASejUIN, 

Her ladyfliip’s orders I think to you^ never to vlilt 
her again. 

CLITANDER. 

It is fo. 

FASQ^TIN. 

The letter is without a direftion I think i ' 

CLITANDER." 

It isj rafcal's and what of that ? 

pasquiMI 


2i6 


the babbler. 

FASQJuIN. 

Give methe and the letter immediately ; 

give them me, I fay. 

CLITANDER. 

Shall I give a piaure into other hands that was cn- 
trufted to my care ? 


PASQEIN. 

Come, come, no ceremony: a pretty fcruple m- 

deed ? give ’em me. 

C L I T A K D E R. 

Well, but, Pafquin 

PASQJUJ^’- 

Leave every thing to me, and rely on my diicicnr,,!, 
CLITANDER. 

You want to - - 

PASQUIN’- 

■ Away, away: here comes Hortenua. 

SCENE X. 

hortensia,nbrike. 

H O R T K N S 1 A. 

What you fay, Nerinc, Is very true, Clitander is 
worthy man; I know the warmth of his paffion 

me, andthefincerityofit: he is fober, ienhbk co, 

■ ftant, and diferect ; I ought to efteemhim, and fo 
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■io ; but Damis ^ is my tafte : ■ I find, by the' ftriiggles 

■of inv own hearty that love is not always the reward of 

virtues we are always won by an agreeable outilt'Io > 

and for one who is captivated by the pexfediioiis of the 

’ foulj athouflind are caught by the eye ; 'I blufli at my 

own iiiconftaiicy : but Damis comes no more hcrcj I 

afilirc \'ou. ' ■ 

KBRINE. ' ; ■ 

IVhat a' ilrange humour this is I how rcfolute you 
ared 

H O R T I- K S I A. 

No : I ought not to be there' flrib, and pofitively I 
wdll not. 

NERINE.,,: 

^ Are you afraid of the iirft meeting i 

H 0 R T E N S I A. 

To tell you ^ the,. truths Damis talces up aJJ my 
thoughts : this very day I have had a vlfit from his 
mother, mdio has greatly increase my prejudices, in 
favour of her fon : I fee fhe is extreme!}?^ eager for the ' 
match, and preffes it in the wiirmtil manner; but I 
want to fee the man himfelf in private, and found hi$ 
real fentiinents. 

NERINE. ■ 

You haix no doubt of his regard for you ? 


HO'R^ 
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HORTExNSIA. 

None : I believe, nay I know he lores me ; but I 
want to hear him tell me fo a thoufanu and a thoufand 
times over; I want to fee if he deferves my love, tc 
know his temper, hb charadter, and his heart: ,I 
woiiM not yield blindly to inclination, but jud^-eof 
him, if 1 coil’d, without pa3ion or prejudice. 

' SCENE XL 

HORTEN SI A, NERIKE, P A S QJM N . 

PASQlfIN. 

Madam, my mafter Damis has fent me here, to irr 

quaint you privately — 

HORTEKSIA. ' 

Is not he coming himfelf ? 

FASQUIN. 

No, madam. , , 

NEKINE. 

The little villain ! 

HORTExNSIA. , 

Not come to me ? 

FASQUIN. 

No, madam : but, as in point of honour he tliiiib ] 
himfelf oblig'd, he has lent you back this portrait. ' f 

^ HORTENSIA. 

My piciure ! 


PAsaumJ 
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P ASQUIK. 

Pleafe to tEkc* itj madam. 

HORTEN'S! A, 

Am I awake ? ' 

PASQinN. 

Pravj ma'am, make haile, fori am really in 
'hurry: I have two more pictures to catTv b.-ck lor tr.;/ 
mafterj and two ,to receive: and fa., maJjro, nil wo 
nw*et aiiaioj I amTOiir moil obfequious 

UORTENSIA. 

PcrfuI]ou.> wretch ! 1 fhall die tvith g:l*f 

VFABQ^UIN. ■' 

lie deilsAi me marcorcr, madam, to inrorm yo.tj, 
that voti need iiot ogle him any mure, and roar fru* f ne 
future he fliouk! he gUid if )’0U'W0ukt ford ;.;at fonre 
other dupe to laugh atbefidcs hlmRlf, 

S C E N £ XIL ■ 

H o R d' K N S I A, N K R I N E> P A Ml S, P A $ Q JJ I N. 

D A Al IS. [ Atthc fuith'jr cni cf rhe 

Here I am to meet the dear object of niy wdih.ev. 

PASQUIN. 

Ha! Damis ! then I am caught; but ril take 
courage hotvever, and proceed ; [h rmis up t& 
and tabs hhn ajhk,'] I belong, fir, to lady liorteniia, 
Voi.iV. ^ * L ■ aub 
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a'od hsLVC the honour to be employed on her little af- 
‘fairs I fiavC;, fir^ here a billet-doux for you* 
HORTENSIA. 

What a change is here ! what a reward for my ten- 
der paiEon ! 

D A M I S* ' tKeads* 

Let nie fecj ha! how’s this? You deferve my 
regard, I know the elleem that is due to eour \'ir- 
tues, bull cannot love Was ever fiich abo- 

minable perfidy ? this is what I little expecied indeed ; 
but it flaall be known ; the public flsal! be acquainted 
with it: it fball be no fecret at court, I can alRire, 
hex*. 

.HORTENSIA* [At the othf;r p^rt of tr.e ftage* 
Could he carry his inhmom perfidj’* .fo far as this ? 

D A M I S* . 

There, madam, you fee what 'value I let on your 
correfpondence. [He tears tie kttin 

■■ ■ FASQUIH- [Rirrrtimg up to Horten ill. 

O madams 1 blufh for his behaviour : you iaw him 
tear the latter, which you condefeended to wrice to 
the ungrateful man* 

HORTENSIA. 

He h,as font back my piclure ; perifh, thou wretch- 
ed image of my ineffectual charms ! 

[She throws down the ps6lwe. 

PASaUIN. 
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PAS QJj 1 N. [Ccmirg back to Dmnh. 

Therej fir, you fee how* fee treats you ; ihc h%s 
thrown sway your picture, and broke it in pieces* 

DAMIS. 

There are fome laJies in the world who receive ih' 
original in a very different manner, I can afbre h.,r. 

HOKTEXSIA. 

O, Neffiie, wdiat a regard i ivad foi ih.n’ ur’grarrfif 
mm I Tcil me, ffrow, to 

for whoih iahe is It I am thn^ lU'- 
ferted r to what happy objecl am l ff.crincL' r 

PASQJJI'X. , 

O, madam, to • live or fix beauik^, ^vhoin hC' pre- 
tends to be in love w’ith, though he caiv's little for 
them as for yciirfelf ^ but your raoir dangerous livai 
is the fair Tidia. 


'* Fatlpnn's ilhems of them bstfi by die letter and ’J 

y-iclure h we!! imagaVd; bat the executimv of ii; very ®^wkwM,rdiy •: 
“arid Inaitilkvirdriy conducted; running bad; winds and for* i 
wajxh. iVoni one to the other, tfic lover ard i;b uiidrcA being both j 
on the together, wbiUlthe deceit iscarryk! on agamft'ihcm, * 
logotbxT the ubiurulty of leaving them tcgedier afterwards 
wf.liout canning to an eclyirchTensent, ai'c all circtmiftanccs to the 
iail degree abiiird and hnprobahlo. Vcitairds coHudidiPs iho* 
they kiv€ fonw mteiii, are not exccllciit, liitti this one of the j) 
poorcll of thim. 


DAMIS. 
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_ DAMIS* [Coming t]f|> to Fa{qum» 
■rHere, take this ring, and now^ tell me honeft'ly,^ 
on what impertinent court fool your fweet miilrefs has 
fix'd her affedlions# 

PASQUIN. 

No one^ ilr^ deferves her fo well as yourfelf j hut, 
to tell you the truth, there is a certain young abbe 
who ogles her perpetually ; iv.it to mention that I fre- 
quently help her coufin I'rafiriion over the g.an!cn'' 
w all of an cveninsr* 

DA MIS. 

I’m glad on*t : this is excellent news j 111 put it into 
a ballad. 

HORTBKSIA. 

The worft of it is> Nerine, that to make me fill! 
more unhappy, this alfair will make a noife in the 
world, and I fha!! 'be horribly expos’d : come, let us 
be' gone, I will retire, and hide my tears*. 

# P A S QJJ I N. [To Kortenthw 

• ■You have no more commands for me, madam ? 
;; I^Ta^'Damh*] Can I’ be of any further fervicc to you, 

5 ' fir ? Heaven prefenc you both I 
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' SCEKE'XIIL; 

HOITENSIA, PAMIS, 

HORT£?^SXA. [Ile!c;xb-, 

Wliy ilo, I ftay m this place ? 

I ouglit to be dancing at the ball not;% 

HORTEN SI A. 

!!e feems tiioughtfyij but ’tis not on my account. 

. ' BAMIS. 

1 am millakerij or Ihe Jocks, this way ; 1*11 

make up to her, 

■ ■ H'ORT'ENSIA* 

Tl! ; avoid Wm. 

BAMIS. 

jFlays Hortenliajy can you flymej can you avoid 
me ? cmd perndbus woman ! 

HORTENSIA. ' ' 

Ungrateful mauj leave me to myfeJf, and Jet me try ' 
to bate vou, 

BAMIS. , ' ■ ■ 

^ That^i madam j will be an ealy tafk^ thank-s to your 
infidelity* 

L 3 


HOR- 
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HORTBNSIA. 

whiit I ought to do: his but my duty now, 
thanks to your Kijufdce. 

DAMIS. 

And are w'o met at laft, Horteiulaj but to quarrel ? 
HORTrH;5lA. 

How can Bands talk thus, and at the fiiitie time 
affront and love another ! O, Ju.lU| JuJk I 

DAMIS, 

After your writing me fuch a letter^ madam 
HORTEHSIA. 

'■ After your fending back my pidiwrej iir «« ■ 
DAMIS* 

■ Coal'd I fend back your picture ? cruel w^oman ! 
HORTENSIA. 

Coal'd I ewer write a line to you that was not full of 
Iowe.^si 0 d tendernefs ? perfidious mm ! , , 

DAMIS* 

■ " ' Madam, I will confent to leave ihe court, to give 
ttp the pofts 1 enjoy, and all my hopes of future pre- 
ferment, to l>e defpis^, and condemn’d by the wdiole 
wadd, if ever I fent you back the pidlure, the pro- 

: cious treafure which Jove entrufted to my care, 

HOR-^ 
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HORTENSIA. 

And may I never be lovM by the dear charmer of my 
fou!» if I ever fent you that letter! but herCj here, un* 
grateful mnn^ is the piclure your infolence return’d 
iiiCj .the reward of tender friendihip^ which you de- 
fpis’d : 'tis liere^ and cm you — - 

BAMISf- 

Ha ! here comes Clitan.der, 


SCENE XIV. 


HORTENSIA, I>AMIS,COTANI)£B,NIEINE,FASQJJIN, 
PAMIS, 


My dear marquis^ come here j w*here are you go« 
ing ? tlcy madam, will unravel all, 

HORTENSIA, 

CHtander? why, what does he know of the 
matter ? 

PAMI-S. 


Donk be alarm’d, madam, he is mj friend, “ to y 
whom I have opcny my wliole heart : he is my. con- | 
fidant, let him be your’s too : you mufl, indeed you :/ 

mull. I 

HORTENSIA., ^ :| 

Let us be gone this moment, Nerine : O, heavhi ! ;l 

-R y-. 

wh^ a ridiculous creature ! ' j 

L 4 SCENEi 
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S C E N E XV, 

PAMIS, CLITAKPEK, PASQl^LV. 
PAMI8. 

, marquis, I am the iVicfi unhappy of men | kt 
me (peak id I muil follow her: ot’frrve me. 

[Ti EhrtiTjh,] Stsy* Horten fia j nay^ then I mu ft 
after her* 

SCENE XVL 

CLITANDIE, PASQIJIN. 
CLITAN0ER, 

I donk know what to think of itj Pafquin ; I he- 
■■ "dcfftoocij -by .what- you' toid me, that they had quar- 
reFd. 

PASQIIIN. 

I thought fo too : Tm fare I play’d my part: ...mcift 
certainly they have caufe to hate one another ; buc, 
for aught I know, .a minute’s time may rtconcile 
, 'them again* 

CLITANBER, 

Let liS obferve which w’^ay they turn* 

PASQUIN, 

Hortenfia feems as if ite w^as going to her own 
houfe* ■ ' ■ 


CLL 



THE BABBLER' "■ 

CLITAMDER. 

Damis her ciofe : by his being behind, how- 

2ver, it looks as if fee fliunn^d him. 

PASQUIR- 

She flies but flowly, and the lover punueo. 
CLlTA^iEEIt. 

She turns her head back, and Damis talks to her, 

but to no purpofe. 

I fancy not, b..t Damis flops her otten. 

CLITANDER. 

. He kneels to her, but fee treats him with con- 
tstnpt. PASQtJIN. 

o, hut obferve, now fee looks tenderly upon him : 

if to, you're undone^ 

CLITAN’DER. 

She is ?on= inoshtrown houfe, anJ !.» 

him: joyM-lfcar, hope and impir, atonce 
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SCENE XVIL . 

CLITANDEE, DAMIS> PASQUiy. 

DAMIS, 

Oj my ck^r mr^rquis, Fm glad yoiFre herej for 
heaven’s fake, inform me^ v.'hat can be the meaning 
that Hortenfia forbids my coming nigh her ? how hap- 
pens it that the picture, which I trufted to you, is now 
in her hands r anfwer me. 

fCLITANBEE. ' 

You amaze and confound me. 

DAM IS/ . [ToPsiquin. 

As for you,_ fir rafcal there, the fervant of Horten- 
fia, at Icafi: the pretended one, FlI make an end of 
you this moment, 

' ^ PAS QV 1 N, i To Cllismkr. 

Proteci me, fir. 

C TIT AND BE, ' (ToDaffih, 

XYclI, fir 

DAMIS. 

’Tis in 

CLITANDER. 

Spare this |x»or fdlow’^, let me intreat you, do* 

DAM IS. 

Whai intereft have you in him ? 


C L L 
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CLITAMDER. 

I beg it of you, and ferxoufly. 

DAMIS, 

Out of regard to you, I will withold my reient- 
ment 5 but teli me, fcoundrel, the wlioJe black con- 
trivance. 

PASQJJIN. 

O, fir, kis a moft myfterious afibir^ but Vll. 1^"^' 
you into feme furprizing fecrets, if you'll promife not 
to reveal 'em. 

BAMIS. 

, rij promife nothing, and inilft on knowing alL 
FASCiUIK. 

You &a!!, fir, but Hortenfia is coming this way, >. 
Slid will overhear us. ['T& Clkander*] Come, fir, let ^ 
us to the mafqu€Tade,and there FJ] tell you every thing. V 

i 

SCENE XVIIL 

,, TKASIMON, NERiNE, HORTEHSIA, m a' 

dornino, with a marque In licr haad. v 

TKASIMON. 

Take my wrord for it, Hoitenfia, this youngcox-j 
comb will cover us with Oiarne anddgnominy, tofliew i 
your letters and your pidlure about in this public roan* 

-ner:?::' 
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ncr : Yis loiolerable : I faw' them myfelf ; but FlI pu^ 

nifh the fecund rd as he deferves. 

H O R T E N S I A. [To Nevine, 

Is Julia then fo beautiful in his eyes? do you think 
he*s really In love with her ? 

TRASIMON, 

No matter whether he is or no : huty if he difhonours 
you, it concerns me nearly ^ I know a relation’s cluty^ 
and will perform it. 

HORTENSIA. [ToNerire. 

Do you imagine he is engag’d to Julia ? give me 
your opinion. 

NERINE. 

One may know that eafily enough from himfelf. 

HORTENSIA. 

O^-Nerincy he w'as exceffively indifereet | I ought 
to hate, yet perhaps ftili love him. how he wept^ 
and. (wore he lov’d, that he ador’d me, and that he 
wou’d conceal our mutual pafHon ! 

TRASIMON. 

There, I’m fure, he promis’d more than he will 
perform. _ • 


? 

* ^ 



¥ 


* 
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^ HOETENSI A. 

Por the lafc time, howev'er, I mean; to try him : 
he’s gone to the marquerade, there I fhall be fLire to 
find him : vou iiiuft ><!iilemb!e, Kerin e : go and ' ndl 
him- that Julia expect him here^ with impadence : this 
mafque atleafi: will hide my bluflies : the faithlefs najn 
will take me for Julia : I fhal! know, what he thinks 
of her, iind of mvfelf.voa, this ■ meeting will dercrid 
my choice or my contempt of hin!* Tr^jms>^o] 
You mull: not be, far oit': endeavour, if yoincan, to 
keep Clitanier near you : wait for me here, or here- 
abouts, and I will call you when there is occafion* , 

^ ' S C E N E' KiX, 

HOKTENSIA, alone, _ in a. domino, with a nmiae in, htr 
hand. 

At length it is- time to fix my wavering aiFeftlom § 
under t!ie cover of this malque, and the name of Ju- 
lia, 1 flial'l know whether his indiferetion was owing 
to e::ce^ of .lOve, or vanity ; whether 1 ought to par- 
don, or to deteft him : but here he conies. . 
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SCENE XX. 

HORTEHSlA, mafqued, DAMIS. 

I> A M I S. [ Not feeing Hortenua. 

This fcems to be the favourite fpat for ladies to 
make their affignadons in : well, FII follow the fa- 
fliion ! fafliioHj In France, determines every thing, 
regulates precedency, honour, good- breeding, merit, 
wit, and plcafurc. 

HORTEHSIA. [Aide. 

The coKComb ! 

DAM IS. 

If this affair of mine cou’d but be known, in two 
yeads time the whole court ‘Wou’d run mad for love of 
' me ; a good fetting out here is every thing : then ^gle, 

, and Doris, and— O there’s no counting them, fuch a 
graupe,. fuch a’/vfeet profpect ! O the pretty crea- 
/ 

HOETENSIA. ' [Afdc. 

Light vain man ! 

DAMIS. 

O Julia, is it you ? I know you in fpite of that en- 
vious mafk : my heart cannot be mifiaken ; come, 
come, my dear Julia, take oJF that cruel veil that hides 
■ .-thy beandes from me j ■ do nor, in pity do not, conceal- 
thofe fweet looks, thofe tender fmiles, that were meant 

to’ 
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to reward' that love which they infpir’d 5 thou art the 
only woman upon earth whom I adore* 

HORTENSIA. 

Let me tell youj Damis^ you are a flranger to my 
humour and difpofition ; I fiiou’d defpiie a heart that 
never felt for any woman but rnyf-lf ; I like my lovers 
fliou’d be more fefhionable ; that twenty young iluts 
iliou’d be hunting after him; that his paflion for me 
Ihou’d draw him away from a hundred contending 
beauties; I mull have fome noble facriiice offer'd op 
to me, or ril never accept of hisfervices : a lover fc/s 
gHeem'd wou’d be of nO' value, I {hon’d defpife him. 

‘ DAMIS. ■ 

I can make you eafy on that head, my dear ; I have 
• made fome pretty good conquefts, and perhaps as ex- 
pediuoufly as moft men : I believe I can boaft of to- 
lerable fuccefs that way : many a fine woman has. run 
after me ; another man wou’d-be vain upon it ; I coifd 
reckon up a few of your nice ladies who arc not over 

coy to me. ' ' ' ' 

HORTENSIA, 

Well, but who, who are they ? 

PAM IS. 

’Only give the word, my Julia, and I begin the fa- 
■ crific'e : there is, firfi:, the little Ifabel ; fecondlj, ■ the 
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lively fmart Erminia;, then there’s Clarice, ^gle 

Poris 

-HO'RTEN/SIA. 

. Poor pitiful offerings^ I cou’d have a hundred- Ttich 
every day : thefe will never do : they are lovMy and 
turn'd oft again tv/enty times in, a week : let me bav-c 
fome refpeftable names, women of character, fuch as 
I may triumph over without a blufhz if you con'd 
reckon amongftyoHrcaptivCvS, one, who, before fhe faw 
the incomparable Damis, was invulnerable, one vs 
in all actions paid the firiciv ft regard to decency j 
decorum, fome modeft prudent fair, who never ft 
weaknefs but for you, .that wou'd be the woman. 



BAMIS. [Sitting ddwn by her 

Now then, obferve me : I have a miftrefs who ex- 
adHy’ refembies in every feature the picture you have 
drawn : but you wou'd.not have me be fo indifereet-as , 

'■ H'OETEKSI’A. 

' Not for the world, 

BAM IS. 

If I was imprudent enough to tell her name, I 

& 0 uM call her Hortenfia. . Why do you ftartie at 

■ it 1 1 -think not of her whilft my J ulia's here : , Ihe is nei- 
ther 



thcr young nor haodfome when you zro 
there is a certain young Abbe who is very 
her j and^ between you and I5 her 
IS too apt to her in an evening 


^cerabk 
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lively fmart Ermimaj, then there's Clarke^ ^glc 
Pons- 

HORTEN-SI'A. 

Poor pitiful oiTenngs-5 I cDu'd have a hundred fuch 
■everyday: thefe will never do: .they are lov'dj^ and 
turn'd off' again tw’'enty times in a week : let me have 
feme refpe^ftable names, women of charadter, fucb as 
I may triumph o\^r without a bkiih : if you cou'd 
reckon arrmngft your captives, one, who, before £he favr 
the IncomparaWe Damis, tvas invulnerable, one w'bo 
in all aerions paid the regard to decency and 

decorum, feme modeft prudent fair, who never feit a 
■weaknefs but for you, .that wou'd be the wmman. 

D A'M I [Sit ting down by her. 

Now then, obferve me : I have a miftrefs who ex- 
a<IHy'refembles in every feature, the pidture you ha\^ 
drawn : but you wou'dmot; have me be fo indifcrect^as 
to 

■' HOKTENSfA. 

■-“Not for' the worlds 

DAMIS* 

''If I "was imprudent enough to tell her name, I' 
fcou'd call her — ■ — Hortenlia. . Why do you ftarrie at 
•it.l'l ^*nlc|K>tofberwhilff:myJulia's.faere : fhe is nei- 
ther 
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tiler young nor liandfome when you are by : befidlesj 
there is a certain young Abbe who is very familiar with 
her 5 andy between you and I, her coufm rraiimoii 
is too apt to come to her In'm ereairig over the gar- 
den wall ' ■ 

H OK TENS I A. [Afdc, 

To join calumny thus to his infidelitys execrable 
villain! buti muft diffemble : pray, Damis^ on what 
footing are you with Hortenfia ? does Che love you ? 

BAMIS, 

'■ O to diftradlioHj thafs the truth of itV • 

HOKTENSIA. ' [Alide« 

Impudence and falfehood;ta the higheft ' degree ! 

■ ■ ■ 'BAMIS. 

^Tis even fo, I affure you, I wou’d not tell you a 
Jye for theworld* ’ 

■HOETENSIA. • TAfuk, 

The villain!- , " ' 

BAMJS. 

But what fignifies thinking about her ? we did not 
meet here to talk of Hortenfia: come, let us rather^-*—** 

HORTENSIA* 

I can never believe Hortenfia wowM ever-haye* given 
herfeif up fo totally to you, 

0 AM IS. 
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BAMIS.' 

I tell you, I have it under her own hand 

HOKTENSIA* 

■ I don't believe a word of it, 

DAMIS* 

'Tis infultlng me to doubt it, 

HORTENSIA. ^ 

Let me ice it them 

DAMIS, 

You injure me> madam ; there^ readj perhaps yon 
know her hand. 

[Gives her the ietteiv 

■ H-ORTE'HSi'A.' . EUHma&ag. 

I do, viilain> and know your treachery ; at length- 
I have in ,.fome meafare atoned 'for my ■■ folly^ ami have 
luckily recover'd both the pidiure and the letter^ which 
I had ventur'd to traft an fudi unworthy hands : 
done : now Trafimon, and Chtander^ appear* 

SCEN'E XXL 

; UORTENSIA, BAMIS/TRASIMOH, CLITAHBEE. „ 
K O R T E N S I A. [To CHtander, 

■ ^ ■' IfE -havejn# yet oifended you beyond a poffibiEty of 
pardon 5 if you can ftiO love Horteniia» my hand^ -my 
fortune;^ and my life are year's. 


C L L 
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CLITANDER. 

O Hortenfiaj behold at your feet a delpalring lorer^ 
who receives your kind offer with joy^ and ti'aniport. 

TRAS'IMOH, ' [ToDamk. 

Did not 1 tell youj ilr, I^jEhou^dbrlngher to aright 
way of thinking? this marriage^ Tit's is m.y making: 
iioWj^ Damis, fare you well, and henceforth, learn to 
diffembie better, or never attempt it more* ■■ 

BAMIS. 

Juft heaven ! for the future ho^ fliall I venture to 
fpeak at all ? 
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AN 

EPISTLE DEDICATORY 

TO. 

: Mr. F AL K N E R, an Engliili Merchant, 
Since AmbafTador at C o n s t a ic t j n' ot t 

WITH 

The Tragedy of ZARA* ' 

My dear frknd, 

Y O U are an EngUJImrinj and I a native of Frarue ; 

but all lovers of the £ne arts are fellow-citizens : 
men of tafte and virtue have pretty nearly the &me 
principles in every’' country, and form one general coni-. 
mon-weal : it is no longer therefore matter of aftoniili- 
nient to fee a French tragedy dedicated to an EngFjhtmi^ 
or an any more than it wou’d have been, in 

the days of antiquity, for a citizen of Ephefus^ or of 
.MmiSj tO' add refs his' performance to a Grecian of 
other city : I lay this tragedy before you therefore as 
my countryman in literature, and my moft intimate 
friend. 


r 2+2: I 

I fiially at thefame time, hav^etlie plerfiire ofiiifcmi- 
ing my brother Frmihmen here in what iigbt trader^j 
are look'd upon amongft you, what regard the Engi:j% 
have for a profciEon fo eiTeniial to the welfare of their 
klngdcnij and the hotiour which they have to repre- 
fent their country in parliament^ in the rank of legi« 
flators : Though trade is def’siiec! by our petits-maitres, 
who, you know as well as rnyfeir, both in 'EngJ^-rnd imA 
France^i are the m.o/f contemptible fpecico of being 
that craul upon the bice of the earth. 

My further inducement to correfpend with an Ehglljh'* 
many rather than any other man, on fubjedis of liter- 
ature, arifes from ycur happy freedom of thought, 
which never fails to infpire me w*iih bolder ideas, and 
more nervous exprelE' n. ^ ‘ ^Whoever converfts 
with me has, for the time at leail, my heart ' at his 
difpofal j if his fentimients are lively and animated, 
he iniiames me ; if lie is ftrong and ■ nervous, he 
raifes and fupports me : the courtier, ' who b all 


^ The ptiHages which I have iuclo&’d bttween aderiiks, uid 
mark'tl fiWs ^ ’ are, iJi the original, wriuen in a fainsiinr kmd 
of. verfefj, cenf tliiig of si^ht which Mr, is, m 

jpoli of his fond of intcimingiii'g with hi5|jrofi: : the readei' 

‘ wlilearily ptrrtive that, however agreenbk thofe rhimes might be 
to, a Jnyj.vj car, both 'the fiibjefel and hile, in tlie greiiter pint of 
thent, ar.'‘ cf iuch anaiijre, as not to admit of an E^gBjh pottlcaJ 
U'anilatioii. 


^ diffimu- 
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diflimuLtion, makes ms infenfibly as affe-fleJ and 
conilraiiiM in my behaviour as himfclf; but a bold 
ar.d fcarlefs fpirlt gives me feniiment and courage: 
I catch fire from him, jutl as young painters, brought 
up under k 3Jhin£ or JrgfJhrt:^ catch the freedrmi 
of their mailer’s pencils, and compofe with their 
fpirit : thus FhgU zdmlrd Hs^mer^ follow'd his fteps, 
and, without being a plagiary from him, became 
his rival*’ 

You need not be npprehenfive of my fending you, 
with this piece, a long apology and vindication of it : 
I might indeed have told you, why I did not make 
Zara more determin’d to embrace ehriftianiiy bcf< 3 re 
fne knew her father j why fhe keeps the fecret from 
her lover, kc. butthofe w*ho have any Judgment,' or 
any juftice, will fee my reafons without my pointing 
them out,; and as for thofe cri ticks who are predetcr* 
min’d not to believe me, it wou’d beioft hbo^:r to give 
them any reafons at all* ■ 

All I can boaft of is, that the piece is toleralily 
fimple ; a perfesSion, in my opinion, that is not. to he 
defpis’d* 

« This happy fimplicity was one of the diftinguifiiing 
beauties of learned , antiquity ’tis' pity you EngliJI)^ 
/OTi don’t introduce this novelty on your ftage, which 

Vol. IV. M ■ i. 
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is fo nll'd with horror, gibbets, and murthers ; put 
niorc truth into your draniiitic pcifontisiiccs, and 
more noble images ; Add'ifin has endeavour’d at it : 
he was the poet of the wife, but he was too flilF : 
and, in his boafted Cato, the two girls are really very 
ijifipid . charaacrs; imitate from the great AddA^n 
only what is good ; poiifli a little the rude manners 
of vour wild mufe ; write ior all times, anu all ages, 
for fame, and for poftcrity, and transfufe into your 
works the fimplicity of your manners.’ 

But I wou’d not have your Englifi poets imagine, 
that I, mean to give them Zara as a model ; I preach 
fimplicity to them, and eafy numbers, but I won cl not 
be thought to fet up for the faint of my own fermcn : 
if. Zara has met with fuccefs, I owe it not fo much -to 
the merit of the performance, as to the tend.-ineiS of 
the love feenes, which I was wife enough to execute 
as. well as I polEbly cou’d : in this I flatter’d the taftc of 
my audience ; and he is generally fure to fucceed, who 
ta’fcs more to the paffions of men than to their reaion . 
if we are ever fo good chriftians, w'c muft have a little 
kve befides : and I am fatisfy’d the great Conmtie was 
much' in die right of it, not to confine himfelf, in his 

merely to the breaking of the ftatucs of Ju- 



piter by the new coiiverts ; for fach the depravity o 
humankind, that perhaps 

* The pious foul of P^keat^e trou’d have but litt! 

impreiEon on the audience, and even the chriitia 
verfes he declaims . wou"d have been receiv'd with'S 
contempt, if it had not been for his wife's pailon fn:j ' 
her fitvourite heathen, who ivas certainly mere wor-h-v 
of her love than the goad devotee I’lc-i' liufoea'-L' ■ 
ASmoft the fimc accident happen’d to aU mi 

friends, who frequent the thcvitre, afibr^d me, that i- 
fhe had been only converted, fhc wouVi not have beer 
half fo intcreftins: : but &e was in love ^vith ths in:>t 
perfect religion in the world, and’ tliat has rnaf.c he 
foriune : I cou’cl not however expedi: to ereape ceiilurt:: 

* Many an inexorable crlticlc has carp'd a: and ilifU’-,, 
me, ami many a remoriViefs joiler has piTtc'ndcu « 
I only filch’d m improbable Romarlce, which 'I, ha ' 
not the fhnfe to, improve j that I have lamed aify 
fpoii’d the iubjcci-; that thC'Catailrophe is iinnatur:::!'' 
they even prognofHcated' the drea^Iful hiis with waic., 

a diiguflcd public fiilutes. a niiferable poet :■ biiti di-' 
f|)is’d their cenfures, and ri&’d my play unou th 
iiage I the public was more favourable than they ei 
pe(3ed,-or I deiervM ; inftead ofhiiles, it was receiy' 
with fliouts : tears Eow-^dalmoft from every eye: M 

M 2 ■ - ■ ^ lal' ■' 


m 



jl am not puff’d up with my fuccefs, I affure you I 

to no ftranger to ail its faults. I kr cv,' very well it 

s abfoiutely indirputable, that before we can make 

it perfedt work, we muff fell ou.iblves to the devil, 

vhich was what I did not chafe to do.’ 

I do not flatter myfclf that the EigUfo will do Zara 

le fame honour they have done to Bruttis^E^ tranfla- 

on of which has been play’d at London: they tell us 

ere, that you have neither devotion enough to be at- 

died by old Laftgnan, nor tendernefs to feel for Zara ; 

ou love a ccnfpiracy better than an intrigue ; upon 

>ur ftage, they &y the word, country, is fure of 

Jtting a clap, and fo is, love, upon ours ; but to % 

« truth, you have as much love in your tragedies as 

i have : if you have not the reputation of beinf ten- 

, r, it is not. that your ffage heroes are not in love, 

't that, they feldom exprefs their paffion naturally : . 

i r lovers talk like lovers ; yours like poets. 

■ -But if the French are your fuperiors in gallantry, 

;fre are many things which, in return, we may bor- 

I'rr of you : to the EngllJtj theatre I am indebted for 

irj liberty which I have taken of bringing the names 

fi^ur kings and antient families upon the ftage:. a 

- 

• i Mr. was miftaken in this particular, as no trania- 

itof hjs Brutus was ever exhibited on the EngUJb ftage. 

novelty 
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ffoveky of this kind may perhsps be the meeni; oi in 
troducing amongil us a fpecies cf tragedy hitherto im 
tno'vvn, and which we feem to v/ann ^ Some happ 
geniulTes will^ I make no donht^ rife "'v/lio wif 
bring to perfection that idca^ oi which Zard is but ■; 
flight fectcfi ; as long as* literature meets wdth protec 
tion in France^ we fbail always have writers enough 
nature every day forms men of talents and abiHiiee 
we have nothing to do but to encourage and emplo: 
them : but if thofe \vhich diftinguifh ihemfdves ai:- 
not fupported by feme honourable recompencey and b' 
the ftill more pleafing charm of admiration^ all tb; 
fine arts raufl: foon periQi, even though fo many edifice:' 
have been rais'd to fhelter and protedi them : the nob! 
plantation oi LguIs XIV. W‘ouVl die a\vay for want 
culture.: the public might. ftili have tsi!1:e> byt the." 
wou'd be no eminent mafters : the fcuJptor.in his acad^' 
rny wou’d fee a number of indifferent'' pupils, about hiC' 
but never have the ambidon to imitate . ai';:; 

Fujd : the painter wou'd reft fatisfy'd with exccllir:, 
his cotemporaries, but wou’d never think of rivallh.; 
Pdujfm : may the fucceflbrs of Lewis XIV. always fo; 
low the example of that greatmonarch, who. infpin'i; 
every artift wdth emulation I encourag'd at the facj; 
lime a Ractm and a Fan^Robais : he carry 'd our coni, 
M3. merj' 


m' 
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'j.m^rcc ana cur glory to the furthcil part of the 
|\ad extended his bounty to foreigners of all nations *» 
/ivho yvTre ailoniiCh’d at the fame and rewards which our 
beftow'd -epon them : wherever merit appear’d* 
found a patron in Lms XIV. 

i Where’er that bounteous ftar its hiHwence- feed* 
Fair .merit rais’d her long-declining head ; 

^ His royal hand fpread honours, wealth, and fame^ 
I'hen Vivlam^ then Cajfim came : 

; NmtQnxti\xidi a gift from throne, 

. Or Nemtm too, thoa know’ft, had been oyrow-ii : , 
; < I'hefe are the deeds that raife our Gullids fame, 
Thefp, Loidlsy will immortalife thy name, 
trulymakfthee, what thou w^eit defign^, 

<• The un.iye4a^^.pMwh.of majitind. 

} ■ 

^ou ha^^e no foundations equal to the inunlficcnt do- 
'ifjitiohs of our 'kings j ' but then' your people furphes the 
'|ant of them : you cion\ ftand in need of royal favour 
'i honour and- reward fiiperior talents of every kind. 
'jl^^Z-and Fmlrugh were comedy writers, and’ at the 
;;;fbe time members of parliament : the primacy given' 
Nm4on honourM wdth an 'impor- 
i;|at truft, 'Frwr- made m ambafiador, and Jd4ifm: a 
'‘‘iuifter ’of are but the eommoa and ordinary 

, Inferences, the 'regard which you pay to merir, 

'I- .. V . ■ . ■ and 
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an-J to great men: you heap riches on them whilil 
they liv-c, and erc£is monuments and ftatucs to them 
after their death : even y’our celebrated aclrelies have 

places in vour churches^ near the great poets, 

* Yoaf Oulficldj and, her predeceilbr^ 

Bvy in confideratioai of their ha\'ing been fo agree- 
able to the public when in their their courfu 

finifh’dj wercy by the coafent of your whole nation, 
honour’d with a pompous funeral^ and their remains 
carry ’d , under a t'-elvet pallj and lodg’d in , your 
church wdth the greateft magnificence : their {plnts^ 
no doubt, are flill proud of if, and boall of the- 
honour in the fhades below: whilft the divine 
Maliere^ who was far more worthy of it, cou^ 
fcarce obtain ' leave to fieep in a church-yard j and 
t'he amiable Ls Gmvrmr^ whofe eyes I clos’d, cou'd , 
not^ even fo much as obtain two wax-tapers and 
coffiin I Monf Laul/merej out of charity, car- . 
i-y’cj away, her corp'fe by night in a hackney-coach • 
to the banks of the river: do you not even now,'' 
ce the god of love breaking, his arrows in ■ a rage,,:-' 
and liMpomme in tears, banilhing herftif from that/ 
ungratefrl place which k Cmvrmr had fo- loogj' 
adorifdr’ , . " I 

M' 4 . Butf 
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But every things in thefc our days, conTpires to reduce 
France to that ftate of bnrbarifm from which Louh 
XIV. and cardinal RuhUm had delivery her : 2 curfe 
on that policy which knows not the value of the fne 
ares ! the world is peopled with nations as powerful as 
’ our own; how happens it then that we look on thenj 
i with fo little efteem ? the fame reafon perhaps thit 
we defpife the company of a rich man, whefe mind 
^ tailekfs and uncultivated ; do not imagine that this 
, empire of wit, this glory effacing the univerlal model 
4. for mankind, is a triSing diftindlion, it is the infallible 
^ mark of the grandeur of 2 kingdom : under the 
„i greateft princes the arts have always flouriffay, and 
il their, decay is often fucceeded by that of the flate itfelf: 

;■ feiflory will fupply us with ample proofs of it 5 but this 
'■ wdu’d lead me too far out of my fubjedl : I fliall finilb 
this letter, which is already too Ions', with alittie perfor» 

! mance, which natural iy demands a place at the head of 
|this tragedy : an epiftle, in verfe, to the aflrefs who 
, '^'playy the part of, Zara ; I owe h*er at leafi this com* 
,pliment for the manner in which file ac<]uitted herfelf 
I'pn that Dccafion. 

‘4 

\ ‘I ' * For the prophet of Mecca never had Greek or 
['nijrabhn in his feraglio fo beautiful or fo genteel: 
^f’|aer black eyes, fo finely arch’d and full of tender- 
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neis, with her excellent voice, mien and carriage, 
defended my performance againft every aiiditcr that 
had a mind to be troublefome : but when the reader 
catches me in his clofet, all my honour, I tears 
will be loft.’ 

Adieu, my dear friend, continue to cultivate philo- 
fophy and the Belles-Ietters, without forgetting to 
fend your ftiips to the ZroiTBf. 

I have the honour to remain, &c. 


M 5 
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I 

!; S-E C O N D L E T T E R 

TO 

' Mr. F A L K N E R, 

^ Then Ambaflador at Constant inopi.i> 

^ From the Second E4iwn of the Tragedy of ZARA« 

] My dear friend, 

^ 'lO O R your new dignity of ambaflador only makes 
1 our friendlhip more refpcclable, and {hall not 
" prevent my making ufe of a title even more facred xbaii' 
that of minifter ; the name of Friend is much above 
'j!:i that of, ymr Excellency* I now dedicate to the am- 
■;''l baiSador of a great king, and a free nation, what Jhad 
j’ti before addrefs’d to a plain citizen, and an Englifli 
merchant t thofe who know how much commerce is 
i I refpefted in your country, muft know that a tnidef- 
‘■t man 'is there fometimes a legiflator, a good officer, 
i| a,nd a public ininifter. 

I.’l Some ridiculous people, ''Who had fairn in with !he 
n fa&ipn, pf paying relpedl to nothing but nobility, 
thoTight proper to laugh at the novelty of a dedication 
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to z man who had nothing but merit to recommend 
him : w^ho took the liberty, on a ftnge facred to ca« 
Iiininy and bad tafle, to infult the author of that dedi* 
cation, and to'^reproach the gentleman to whom kw-rs 
addreski for being a merchant: but we muft not, fir, 
impute to our whole nation an uirront fo grofs and 
' hh‘ibcral,tbat peop]e,ever ibuncivilis’d, wcukl have 'been 
afhanrj to commit. I’he magillrates of our police, 
who arc cunirunily employ’d in recUfyiag abufes of this 
kind, were, to the kdi degree, farpriski at k' : but die 
contempt rmd ignominy ^vlih which the public have 
branded the acknowleJu’d author of this indii»*nit\h^ 
are, I hope, a frelh proof of Frmch politenefs : thofe/ 
virtues?,, which form tbs characier of a whole peoples 
are often contradiclcd, and, ns it were, call’d iki 
quekion by the vices of an inchh-idua! : there were fonie : 
voluptuaries, we 'know, even at i there' have; 

' been low' and foolilh fellows in England ; men vriihoilt 
tufteg or good breeding, at Athens', and fo tliercarc In Pmiu 


* Mr. r-.;i'iOier, and ri>me other gentlemeti of char?*'ker, , '.vei*e 
afhono-d ai die 'Tbrntn liMHemu' uv Paris', by ^b^a^; ii.Ji'i'jous re* 
ik-ePons thrown imt upon them in a rontempubie iarco exhibiud . 
there, which wa^ hilahi by the audience, , ’ ■ 

Toil: ' 




■1 

'f. 
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You v/i]!, I hope, forget them, ilr, as they are forgot- 

ten by the world, and receive this fccond mark of my 
refpecifs : they are due to you flill more than they were 
before, as this tragedy has made its appearance at 
Lmim. It has been tranflatcd, and acied wdth fo much ■ 
fuebefs, and the author of it fpoken of with fo much 
regard and politcnefs, that I ought to return my pub- 
lic thanks to the whole nation. 

1 do not know how to acquit my obligatioins to you 
by any other means, than acquainting my countrymen 
here witli the particulars of the tranflation, and re- 
f refentation of Zam on the EngUJ}) fi:age. 

Mr. Hlll^ a man of letters, and one who feerns to 
' underftand the theatre better than any EngliJfj author, ■ 
did me the honour to tranflate this piece, with the 
defign of introducing fomething new on your llage, 
both with regard to the manner of writing tragedies, 
and ,of repeating them# I fliali I'peak, by and by, of 
the -reprefentation. 

■ The art of declaiming was for a long time amongil 
you intirely out of nature ; moft of your tragic actors 
■■expreffeci themfelves more like poets feized \viih 
-rapturous enthufiafm, than like men infpired by 
a.;, real' paflion* ■ Several of your comedians w^re 
even more in tolerafaIe> they roared out their verfes with 
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an impetuous fun", that was no more hke liiS 

natural tonCy than convulflons and diftorrions are w 
an eafy and noble carriage. This air of riot and tu- 
mult feemed intirely foreign to your nadony. irhich is 
naturally fober and grave, even to fach a degree, as 
frequently to appear cold and iiii animated in the eye 
of a ftraiigen Your preachers never indulge them- 
felves in a declamatory tone, and you, would Isugh at 
a pleader at the bar, who feould work liimfelf up 
into, a paffion : the players were the only outragious 
fet of people ' in the kingdom. Our adlors, and ae- 
treffes a!fo, particularly the latter, were guilty of this 
for many years, M. le CoteDreur was the Jirll yvho 
broke them of it : thus an liaVum wmiter, a mm of 
great fenie and parts, jlpeaks of her : 

La legiadra Coovreur fola non trolta 
Per qtiella ftrade dove i fuoi compagni , , 

Van di galoppo ■ tutri quanti in frotta, 

St auvien ch'ella pianga, o che f$ hgni ■ 

Senza quelli urli f|mvei5 toJi loro" 

Ti muove fi che in pianger J'accompagni, 

The fame change which A' C&utreur efFedled on our 
fiage, Mrs. Cibkr brought about on your\ hi the part 
of Zara ; how aftoniihing it is, that in ■ every art ■ i£ 

ihouid 
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iiiould' be fo long before we arrive at tlie finiplc and" 
the^ natural ! 

A novek}.’' ilrat muft' appear fiill mere extraordinary 
to a Frenchman that a gentleman of your <;oun“ 
try ^j a man. of rank and fortunej fhould condefeend 
to 'play the part of Gpian^ It was an interefiing cir- 
turn fiance to fee the two principal charnclers lepre- 
feiited,. one by a perfon of condkbn, and the other by 
a young acirefs not above eighteen years of age, who 
■had never repeated a line before in her life. I'hls in- 
■fiance of a gentleman ’S'.,exercifmg his talenta for de- 
claniation, is not fingular amongft you ; it is perhaps 
more furpriling that we fhould wonder at it: we 
ought certainly to refiedl,. that every- thing in this 
world depends upon cufiom and opini'on : the 'Court of- 
have 'danc’d on tlie fiage with the aclors cf the 
opera, and, we thought tJierc was nothing fininge in 
but that the fafeion-of this kind of entertalnnieiii: 
ftiould be difeontinaed* Why fiiouk! it be more, ex- 
traordinary , for people to write tllaii' to dance in pub- 


^ Thi&-.galtleman wh-om- Mr. Voltaire calls a tnan qf rank 
m.d fortune, and a perfon of cofiditkn, who was ib CGmiefcmiing, 
vms- nothing tnore than a nephew of Aarmt who had 

more pafHon than genius for. the liage, asad piayM the 'part of 
Ofimn Ib execrably, that lie was hilsM off, and-nevi-r, 'I believe, 
made his appearance there aftemards* ' 

lie r 
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lie? istiiere any cliiTerence between thefe two 
except that the one is as much above the other, as the 
perfeebons of the maid are' fjpenor to thofe of the 
body ; I have frJd it before, and I fay fo ftill, none of 
the polite arts are conte!iipdble.j aiicf to be afliam'd of' 
talents of any kind, is of all things the moll 

I come now to the' trandation ' of ^ Zrtra, and' tlve 
change which has been made amongil you with regard 
to the drama. 

You had a Grange cuilom,. which even Mr. y/^/- 
the chaftell of joor writers,, adopted,, fo often 
d<.'-es cuftom get the better'of fenfe and reafon^ I 
mean, the ridiculous cufiomof finilliing cveiy' aci by 
verfes in a different taste from the rt'fo of the piece, 
which verfes iifually confriled’ of a fimijee.' ' Pi^sd/a^.. 
aS flic leaves the ftage, compares herfeff to a bitch | 
Caro to a rock, and Cleopatra to chlkiren that cry ■ 
tlKiiifolvcs .afieep. 'The tranflator of Zara was the . 
flrii: who diired to maintain the rights of nature 
againft a cuftom fo dirciSly oppofitc’ to her ■ He 

profcib’d 


p.t'rfon unac<|imirited with the Ibige would- uatn^ 

rslly imrigiue, from- Mr. character of Aarm Htd^ that 

be was- out: of tile greatdl poetft we ever had 5- and yet, in reality, 
iiothing can be more labour'd, aiid ofeicure', thars hs$ Itilc 

and 
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profcrib’d this cuftom, well knowing that paiSon 
fcoulci always fpeak its own language, and that the 
poet feoiild difappear, to make room for the hero* 
Upon this principle he has tranflated piainly, and 
without any unnecelTary ornaments, all the limple 
verfcs of the piece, which mull have been entirely 
fpoiled by an endeat'^our to render them beautiful, 
fuch as, 

On ne pent defirer ce qufon ne connoit pas, 

eufle ete pres du Gauge efclave des faux dieux 
Chretienne dans Paris, Mufulmane en ces lieux, 

Mals Orofmane m^aime, & j ai tout Owiblie 

Non,, !a rcconnoiilance eft un foible rctour _ 

Un tribut ofFcnfant, trop pea fait pour Famour-. 

: Je me crofrois hai d’etre aime foiblement, 

Je veux'avev' exces vous aimer & ¥0us plaire 

L’art ne’fi: pas fait pour toi, tu n^en a pas bcfoin, 

L’art le plus innocent dent de la perftdie; 


aad.expreffion in e^^ery one of his pieces, thmigh he was -not 
. without tafte, and fentiment. But if Mr. Fdtmre had not been 
■ fway^d more by prejudice than judgment, he would not fo ralhly 
condemn'd our theatre, nor placed Jddi/m at the head of 
im-dmm^tk writers, ■ 

-i.;:- ■ ■ AU 
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All the vcries that are in this fine tafte of tiniph* 

dtys are render’d word far wcvd 'Into 
migbt very eafily liave been adorn’d^ but the trairfia-* 
tor judg’d in a diiterent manner from fc’. era! oi iny 
countrymen I he L'ked the verfes^ and reuuned thcic^ 
fore all the ilmpHciiy of them 5 the ftilc indeed ouaht 
always io be agreeable to the fulvefej zfe//v/., Bri^fus^ 
and Zayj^ for example, required three dif'fo^ont bind 1 
of verfification : if complained of and 

Ariadfu of in the {life of Cimmj neitlier i>V- 

renm nor Arbxh:': wov Id p!eafe or afibcv us > we can 
never talk well of love, if we fearch after any- othef 
ornaments but truth and fimplicity* 

This is not the place to examine W'hether it be right 
or wTong, to put fo much love Into our dramatic per* 
formances : I will even allow k to be a faults but it k 
a fault which will .always be univerfal j nor do 1 knov/ 
what mmc to give that fauh^ which Is the delight of 
all mankind: one thing I' am feaWd, of^ that "the 
have fucceeded better in' it than 'alf, other na- 
tions, antje.nt and mod-can, put together : love ap- ■ 
pears on our ftage with more decorum, more delicacy^ 
and truth, than we meet with on ■any others and the 
reafon is, becaufe of all nations the 'are .beft 

acquainted with fociety; the perpetual commerce 

■ ami 
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and intercoutre of the two fcxes^ carry^ on with fo 
much vivacity and good breedings has introJuc'd 
amongfi us a politenefs unknown to ali the w^orki but 
ourfelves. 

Society principally depends on- the &:r [ex-: ail tbofe 
nations w* ho are fo unhappy as to conSne their women 
are unfoclable : the aufterity of your manners^ your 
political quarrels, and religious wmxs, that render^ 
you fevage and barbarojus, deprive you, even down 
to the age of Charles IL of the pleafures of fociet}', even 
in the bofom of liberty : the poets therefore, neither, 
of your country, nor of any other, knew any thing 
of the manner in w'hk'h love ought to be treated* 

. ^Good comedy was utterly unknown amonfjft us till 
the days of y as was the art of expreffing our 

fentiments wkh, delicacy till tbofe. of Radm^ becaufe 
fociety had not attainM to any degree of perfeSion lie-^ 
fore, that time a poet cannot paint in his clofet^' 
manners which: he has never feen j and wou^ fooner 
write a hundred odes and epifties than one feene where 
nature muft fpealc : your Dryden^ W^ho wsis in other 
^afpefe a great ’genius, put into thc-mouth of his heroes 

love, either high-flown -ftrains of rhetorical flourlfe, 
or'.fomothing indecent, tw^o thmgs- equally oppofite to 
lead^rnefs.. 

■' li 
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If Mr* Ratbic makes 77//^^ fk)% 

Depiiis cinq ans enticrs chsquc jour je la vot^’ 
Etcroi toujoiirs la voir pour la premiere 

‘ Your makes 


howllovki, 

I Witnel^ ye days and nights, and all ye hours, 

I That dancM away %vith down upon your feet, 

1 ^ As all your bufinefs were to count my love, 

One day paft by, and nothing faw but love ; 
Another came, and ftill kwas only love : 

The funs were weary’d out with look’ung on, - . . 

'• And I untiry with iovlng— - — ^ 

; It is very difEcuIt to conceive that Antony fiiou’d ever 
really talk thus to Ckopedm. In the fome p!ay, .C7a- 
fatm fpeaks thus to : , , ■ , - 7 , 

Come to me, come my folmer, to mj arms, 

? . ■ y ouh'e been too long away from my embraces j ■ 

But when I have you faft, and all -my own, 

. broken murmurs, and with amorous %b;$,, 

, III fay, you were unkind, and punifh you. 

And mark you red with many an eager kifs* 

' It Is not improble but that Ckop^tra might frequently* 

„ talk thus, but indecencies of this kind are not to b«* 
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reprefeiited before a refpetlabJe audience : feme of 
your countrymen may perhaps fay, this is pure 
ture ; but we may tell them in anfwer, that if it be fos '' 
it is that nature which ought carefully to be conceaFi : 

It fliews but little knowledge of human nature, to- ■ 
imagine that we can plcafe tlic more by prefinting 
thefe licentious images j on the corurarv. It is Qii'rtirig 
up the avenues to tru-e pJeafure : where every thing Js 
at once dlfcovefd, we are difgufted j there remains no 
more to look fur or defire ; and in our l unuit of plea- 
fare we meet with languor and fctiecy : this is the rca- ^ 
[on why thofei who are truly qr.rJ!f}'d for focktVf 
tafte pleafures far more exquifitc thoh groiler appelites* 
■can have any idea of: the fpedbators, In this cafe;>. 
are like lovers who are fatiated by too quick pollefi' 
fhn: thofe Ideas which^ w^hen brought too clofe^ 
wou^d make us blulh, fihou'd be feen as It were thro? 
a cloud* It is this veil to which, to a right mind, they j 
are indebted for all- their charms : there is no pleafur*;^^ 
without decorum The FrenS arc certainly bettem 
acquainted with this than any other nation upon earth) 

' .. ^ There n no exprelEon m the Mngifj'k language folk i 
" cojnprehen-iis the meaning of the French word ‘Bieufiance^ whicls ,1 
. notwit, hibnding, tmfontmately for a tranlhitor, being a'favotirite 
phi'afe, recurs in alnioft every page 1 as does aha the word AW , 
fe* which,' we havenatenn m alTrefpcfts corrcipondent to it* . 
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not becaiife they are genius and plrhy as the 

unequal and iniperuoua Dvydinhzs ridicuiouHv alien- 


ed ; hot be 


ever unce the reeeaev of 


/hjlrk^ they have bcni tocinolT: fjciable and the moil 
p people in tlie univerfe : and this politcficfs is 

|j not an arbitrajy thiiig, lihe what they call civilir’i', but 
a law of raiturej which they, hai-e happfbv cultivated 
f' far beyond anyotlier nation^ 

T'hc iianflator of Zam has, almofl: throughout his ' 
^p*holc piece, ilricily obferv^d thofc decencies of the 
k fnage which are common to m both s but there are, at 
fame time, fome places where he ha? iinirelv ad- 
® licr*d to antient cuftoms. 

P ■, For inftance, wdien in the EngDjh piece Ofiaan comes 
tell Zam that he can no longer love her, &e anlwcrs 
'K&im by mling upm ihs gnuni : '.the Sultan is not 
,«nov'd at feeing her in this ridiculous pc^fture of de- 
and 'yet the moment after is afbnifh’d at Zara'^' 
l^^eping, and cries out, 

I B thou w^eep’ft* 

‘^1 fde fhou'd have faid to her before,' , ' “ 

; §m '^^Zaraf thou roIFil upon' the ground. 

^^Bnfomuch that thofc three words, thm weep'j% 

^fehich have fo fine an eftefl: on our ftage, have none on 
becaufe they w^cre difplac’d ; .thofc familiar and 

fimple,. 
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firiplc .KFcffions duive »)1 tbei> P-we- from ■1>« m"'- >4 

„„ i„ which ti>oy »r«i..rodpc'i My h„k y« T 

.. r. of itfelf: bat when thdc words 

*e prono.nc-dby diVW*", wc fhuadc, ct them. ^ 

To 6v oothinc hot what wc ought to By, anu Ji.tt 
i„ the ,»n»ct it. which it ought =0 be fed, ,s a pt,.,« o 
^.fcaloo which the ftotci have coute n.ghet to th.« 

L writctc. mhcif 

.hit rubied we „o,o ofeful thingV 

you can teach :^c.l |» o~ 

we ought to acknowledge tt. i ht / , 

'wtotc againli fir t\V.da,,-a d.icovenc, wnh re- 
oard to light and colouta, arc afeam d ot rt ! tho.c who 
^pporehisryftetn of gravitation wdHoon »c fi.J ...ore 

%ou ought .0 tubmit to our roiea of the fegc, .» we 
fabmit to your phdo.ai-hy - 

oerimente on the human hc.nt, -b }oa a-wV- i , , 

the art of pkautg feems to he the an ot 
the art of thinking is ail your own. Happy ate ua . 

uuim them. ■ 

I aiiij SIR, &c* 


►0ETH VoWMl* 





